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Anyone can get a reputation
for being a profound thinker
these days by reciting the awful
capabilities of the new weapons,
scaring his audience half-stiff
with vivid accounts of How You
May be Threatened by the HBomb, and urging them to swallow some nostrwn that will guaran tee universal peace and international breaking of swords into
plowshares. We are reluctant,
therefore, to say much about
these weapons and what we do
have to say is designed, not to
supply new fuel for the witless
hysteria of our day, but to confront the facts honestly and suggest a way out.

The weapons now available in·
• elude the A-Bomb and the H-
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Bomb. These are much more
awful weapons than most people
realize but, at the same time,
they are less terrible weapons
than some hysterical commenta·
tors would have us believe. They
are still controllable in their
consequences and limited in their
capabilities. Whether they would
actually be used in war is still an
unanswerable question. There
are more terrible weapons available than either of these bombs
and it still remains to be seen
whether either side in a largescale war would take the risk of
retaliation which it would assume if it did use any of these
weapons.
In prospect, however, i~ a y~t
more dreadful weapon which differs from any that we have known
up until now in that sober and
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cautious scientists consider it
distinctly possible that this weapon might actually be capable
of making the world uninhabitable. This weapon is the cobalt
bomb. The bomb has not yet
been produced. It is possible that
it never will be produced. And
yet the theory of the bomb is
well developed. In other words,
it is known how the bomb could
be made, if it could be made at
all. The question is whether it
actually can be made at all.
This brings us, then, to a neat
question. Are we to continue
inching closer and closer to the
annihilation of life on the earth
or are we prepared to take the
bold but necessary steps to stop
this suicidal progress before it is
too late? Some will say that the
thing can't be stopped, that a
chain of discoveries, like the
progress of a pregnancy, can not
be safely interrupted. This argument overlooks the fact that
whatever progress is made toward the development of these
terrifying new weapons is possible only through the organized
efforts of whole armies of research people heavily subsidized
by government and drawing
upon the skills and capacities of
whole great national industrial
plants. What we are dealing with
here, then, is not the problem of
the isolated genius who comes up

with an invention that no one
could have foreseen . We are
dealing with projects set up and
maintained, at terrific cost, by
governments-projects which individuals or private groups could
never afford to see through.
That both simplifies and complicates the problem. The governments of the world, acting in
concert, could stop this race to
death by refusing to subsidize
any more research along this
line. But in the present tense
condition of international affairs,
no government would dare take
such a step unless it could have
iron-clad assurances that every
other government would stop its
research simultaneously. And
that is the distressing dilemma of
our day. If we will not unite for
survival, we will assuredly share
a common destruction. If we will
not trust each other, we will assuredly kill each other and ourselves. If we will not be one
world, we will be no world. Such
a prospect is one which we who
hope for a new city not built
with hands can contemplate, if
not with relish, at least with a
certain degree of equanimity.
But what about the bright boys
who don't have any truck with
these delusions of immortality
and heaven? What are yoq guys
going to do to keep this little
ball of rock and water which is
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the only hope you will ever know
from blowing up in your faces?

Crazy Mixed-Up Kids
The nice thing about being an
expert on the education of the
young is that the work is steady
and it is varied. Ten or fifteen
years ago, the educationists were
running from meeting to meeting scaring the wits out of parents with warnings about the effects of repressions and discipline. The import of most of these
messages was that child rearing
was such a dangerous and delicate business that it could be
safely entrusted only to specially
trained people who had drunk
deep from the wells of John
Dewey and that the earlier a
child was removed from the in•
fluence of his untrained parents,
the better.
Came at about the same time
a world war, followed by a
• period of social disintegration.
Families were broken up by the
draft or by divorce. (Other ex" perts had discovered that it was
better to escape whatever problems arose in marriage than
work them out within marriagebetter "for the children".) Dur.. ing and after the war, there was
a lot of money floating around
~
and the opportunities for acquir-
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ing it were almost as numerous
for women as for men. The only
problem was the problem of
what to do with the kids and the
solution to that problem was to
farm them out to paid sitters or
to nurseries until they were old
enough to chuck into a kindergarten.
Meanwhile, commercial interests had discovered and isolated
a new subspecies of genus Homo.
This was the teen-ager. There
was profit to be had from encouraging these adolescents ~o
identify themselves with a cleverly-devised stereotype of their
age group and to demand recognition for their age group just as
though they had already accomplished something that merited
recognition.
And all the while, the adult
pppulation was having a wonderful time fighting, peddling influence, making money hand
over fist, swapping wives and
cars, smoking too much, drinking too much, eating too much,
driving too fast, and generally
raising Cain. Papa checked in at
home periodically to sleep or to
pick up a clean shirt and Mama
stuck around long enough to
make arrangements for a sitter.
Life, as the ladies magazines
were careful to point out, moved
at a fast clip for young moderns
and it was not only a wise child,
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but a singularly sharp-sighted age need to be restored to our
child, that knew his own father. daily vocabulary - words like
So now we got a problem. The discipline, honor, obedience, galpolice chief in Los Angeles lantry, dignity, courage, responsshakes his head and can't imag- . ibility, self-respect, family pride, ...
ine what's gotten into the young- tradition, good manners, prayer,
er set. The schools in Baltimore worship. But before words such
are going broke trying to repair as these can be made to mean
school property as fast as the anything to young people, they
kids vandalize it. In Washington, must first mean something to ....
gangs of little seven-year-olds at- their elders.
- -1
tack and rob elderly people. In
c;:.
New York, roaming gangs of
kids make the streets and parks
unsafe. In Chicago and in Cin- Adult Delinquency
cinnati, police officers find the
As long as we are going to pick ...
youngsters indulging in the kind out the m0te in the kids' eyes.
of parties that used to be the we might take a look at the beam •
special privilege of the higher in our own eye. The kids, we are
social orders, and the army pro- told, have no sense of responsivost-marshal expresses his con- bility; they go about wrecking >cern about the high rate of with apparently no actual under- _.
AWOLs and desertions from the standing of the consequences of
army.
their vandalism. They are irres- •
What an opportunity for the ponsible.
educationist! With careful manAll right. Now let us hJk at • l
agement, he ought to be able to this matter of the national debt """
parlay this "wave" of juvenile and the question of tax reducdelinquency into a small fortune tion. The debt is a staggering •
from lectures and articles. But one. Ultimately, it can be dis· -..
talking about the problem is not posed of in only two ways: by
going to solve it. The solution to paying it off, or by welshing on ., •
the problem depends upon the it. No one in his right mind ......
parents of the country and the would suggest that the governfirst and minimal step toward ment welsh on its obligations. So ,.,
the solution must be the re-asser- that leaves us with only one real
tion of parental interest, author- possibility: that somehow and r
ity, and responsibility. Some someday, the debt be liquidated.• •
words that have gone out of usNow when is the best time for
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a man to liquidate his debts?
Obviously, when he is well-of£
and when money is cheap. We
see no reason why the same
should not hold true of a government. And it is particularly
true when a considerable part
of the debt was incurred during
a cheap-money period. Or does
it make more sense to pay off
cheap-money debts with hard
money?
So why don't we start paying
off this monstrous debt right
now while everybody is as well
off as he is ever likely to be and
while money is cheap? Because
we don't like to pay taxes. Because no matter how good we've
got it, we want to have it even
better. Because, if we don't pay
it, the next generation or the
generation after that or some
other generation will. In other
words, we are saying, "Send the
bill to Junior. I'm too busy having fun".
We can probably get away
with it. Nobody is going to foreclose on the government, at
least in our time, and who cares
what happens a hundred years
from now? So we can cut taxes
and then all of us can live a
little higher in 1954 than we
lived in 1953 and Junior won't
complain about getting stuck
with the tab because he can't
read yet.

5

But a cut in taxes would still
be immoral. No matter how astronomic the amounts involved,
a debt is still a debt and the
moral man pays his debts, as fast
and as fully as he can. If necessary, he reduces his standard of
living to pay his debts. A moral
government does likewise. We
profess concern for the moral
health of our children. Here is a
concrete opportunity for us to
show them morality in action. If
we won't face up to our national
obligations, how can we expect
the youngsters to get excited
about personal obligations?
~

Teacher Shortage
One more word about the parlous state of youth and we will
talk about something else for a
while.
Ever since September, the press
has been filled with sad stories
about the teacher shortage and
school administrators have expressed themselves as being even
more concerned about the teacher prospects for the years to come.
This is a sad story indeed, and
the saddest part of it is that the
shortage is very largely an artificial one. It is the product, to a
very considerable extent, of
teacher licensing requirements.
We have been around an aca-
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demic environment for some fifteen years. It has been our experience that a great many gifted
young people, both men and women but especially men, take one
look at the silly certification requirements, recognize them as
silly, and try some other line of
work. The results are 1) that the
number of potential teachers is
reduced and 2) that those students who do choose to go into
teaching divide themselves into
a small group of dedicated souls
and a much larger group of dullards who see in teaching their
only possible escape from hard
work.
Sometimes it almost seems that
these licensing requirements are
designed to keep a competent
teacher out of the classroom. We
know a man who got his A.B. in
biology, his M.A. in geology, and
his Ph.D. in geography. A few
years ago, he served as president
of the National Council of Geography Teachers. For years he
has been highly popular with
college freshman '(who are, after
all, only three to six months out
of high school). But could he get
a license to teach high school?
He could not. He hasn't had the
right potpourri of "professional"
courses. He could get an "emergency certificate" which would
permit him to teach until a
"qualified" teacher could be

found but he would be out on
his ear the day some bright-eyed
little miss showed up with a B.S. ._
in Ed. and the proper distribution of education courses.
We're sorry for the kids and
we're sorry for the overworked
teachers and we're sorry for the .....
parents who must watch while ...
the level of teaching drops. But
never will we waste any sym- -'"""
pathy on the educationist lobbies
and their official tools. They got
themselves into this mess and
they did it in the face of morethan-ad e qua t e criticism and ..
warning. Let 'em fry.

Strange Bedfellow
The great North European
Plain sweeps westward, with
hardly a major break, from the •
Yenisei River in Siberia, across
the European part of the U.S.S.R., across Poland and northern . . .
Germany, across the Low Countries and most of France, termi- r
nating finally in the west in the ~
hilly peninsula of Brittany and,
in the southwest, at the line of .,.. •
the Pyrenees. This, then, is the >-geographical fact that confronts
us in our planning for the de- ..
{t."I1Se of the Furopean continent,
this open corridor through which *'
a westward-moving invader could • >
sweep almost without natural
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hindrance, all the while gathering momentum as he moved.
Where but behind the moat of
the English channel or b~hind
the wall of the Pyrenees could we
hope to marshal strength sufficient to harass and perhaps even
check such an invasion?
It is thus apparent that our
signing of a treaty of alliance
with Spain was dictated by geo. ""' graphic necessity. The treaty reflects what we hope will be a
new hard-headedness in dealing
with realities as we confront a
world situation which leaves us
little room for wishful thinking.
... It would be nice, of course, if
Spain were the kind of country
we could be proud to call a
friend and an ally. Unfortunately, she is not. Nor do we think it
is necessary to pretend that the
treaty establishes anything more
than an alliance of convenience
(or, perhaps more exactly, an alliance of necessity).
We have clearly highlighted
.,
now by this treaty a new definition of the international problem. For too long, we have surrounded the world situation with
a mist of loaded language. We
have talked about the struggle
between the free world and the
Communist world. The struggle
is not between freedom, as we
understand it in Anglo-American
terms, and tyranny. The struggle
r
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is between a group of nations on
the one hand which have renounced military aggression and
another group of nations on the
other hand which are pursuing a
course of military aggression. We
are prepared to work together
with · all nations, irrespective of
their philosophy of government
or their internal policies, that
have no aggressive designs on
other countries. We are not out
to stop Communism or to establish free institutions in every
country under the sun. We are
out to prevent the forcible seizure by any aggressive power of
other lands and people. There is
therefore nothing incongruous in
our coming to terms with Communist Tito or with Falangist
Franco or with autocratic Ibn
Saud or with any other undemocratic ruler or system so long as
their foreign policy postulates
the peaceful settlement of international differences. We are not
demanding that all men be free .
We are demanding that every
nation be free to work out its
own destiny without coercion on
the part of larger and stronger
neighbors.
The very fact that we have
been willing to sign a treaty of
alliance with Spain ought to be
convincing evidence for the
rulers of the U.S.S.R. and of
China that we consider it pos-
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were "normal" workers but actually proved more efficient than
were the workers they replaced.
Mr. Brennan got to wondering
whether the situation couldn't
be turned around, whether it
might not be demonstrated that
the kind of industrial work
which these people were able to
do so well might not have a dehumanizing effect upon "normal" people. So, between 1946
and 1951, he took a succession of
factory jobs and jobs in large
stores. His findings appear to
substantiate his hunch: that, to
quote the review, "work which
makes sub-human demands results cumulatively in the narrowing and finally the mutilation of
the human personality; and also
that the continuous half-apprehended, or even unapprehended
sense of frustration avenges itself by strange and disturbing
means".
If this is true, Mr. Brennan
has made a major discovery.
How many hours a week can a
man or woman stand to be merely a cog in the assembly line
without beginning to take on
some of the insensate characteristics of a machine? Perhaps the
rising agitation of labor leaders
for a 35-hour week deserves consideration not merely on economic grounds but on psychological
grounds as well. We have long

recognized the necessity for limiting working time on jobs that
demand unusually heavy expenditures of physical or mental effort. Perhaps it is equally necessary to limit working time on
jobs which require essentially no
physical or mental effort.
At any rate, the matter obviously deserves further study.
Industrial man in the twentiethcentury sense is a creature quite
new to human experience and it
is shocking how little we actually do know about him.
~

Chief Justice Warren
Few public men of our time
have been held in as near universal respect as is Earl Warren.
Although he has spent practically his whole life in politics, he is
seldom thought of as a politician.
And although he has been a leading member of the Republican
party, his support has come from
both parties and from non-partisans.
It is not surpnsmg, therefore,
that his appointment as Chief
Justice of the United States was
widely applauded. Indeed, no
one has yet expressed disapproval
of the appointment on any
grounds other than Mr. Warren's lack of previous judicial
experience. This objection de-

..

NOVEMBER

..

serves some consideration and
comment.
Our own predilection is for
distinguished jurists on the Supreme Court. But there are good
arguments for choosing legallycompetent men simply on the basis of their political philosophy.
David Lawrence betrayed a profound misunderstanding of the
role of the Supreme Court when,
in his column, he maintained
that the Court's function is simply to apply the yardstick of the
Constitution and previous decisions to the cases that come before it. Ideally, this may be its
true function. Unfortunately, the
Constitution, like any other document, is not self-interpreting.
A conservative, a moderate, and
a liberal can each read into (or
out of) the same section of the
Constitution very different understandings of what the words
say.
Under the doctrine of judicial
review, the Court is, whether it
wants to be or not, a policy-making branch of our government.
The division of powers, which
looks so neat and fixed on paper,
does not work out so neatly in
practice. Within fairly broad limits, it does make a great deal of
difference whether the Court is
predominantly conservative or
predominantly liberal. Without
even wanting to do so, a judge

1953
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must decide the constitutionality
of a piece of legislation not only
on the basis of what the Constitution says but on the basis of
what he thinks the Constitution
means by what it says. If it were
not possible for honest and capable men to disagree on the
meaning of Constitutional mandates and prohibitions, there
would be no split decisions.
Every decision would be unanimous.
We therefore think that President Eisenhower was right m
emphasizing Mr. Warren's middle-of-the-road political . philosophy at the time of his appointment. There may be honest disagreement on whether a judicial
nominee ought to be a conservative, a moderate, or a liberal. But
there ought not to be any disagreement on the simple fact
that some political philosophy
will underlie a judge's understanding of the Constitution and
that this philosophy is an important consideration in his appointment. We admire Mr. ·w arren as a level-headed middle-ofthe-roader and we congratulate
both the President and the nation on his appointment.

Thanksgiving
Noble and generous hearts do
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not like to receive without repaying. Every good man has an
instinctive dislike of the parasite
and he is particularly concerned
lest he himself become a parasite,
taking much and giving little, enjoying the kindness of other
people and doing little or nothing to return the kindnesses
which he receives. But there is
a limit even to man's rightful
self-sufficiency. There is a point
beyond which the noble intent
to be beholden to no man becomes a subtle manifestation of
selfishness and pride. For man is
not constituted to be wholly sufficient to himself. The very fact
that he is a social animal precludes total self-sufficiency. Without the kindness of other men,
no one of us could long survive.
And if this is true in our relation to other men, how · much
more true is it in our relation to
God. From Him, daily, we receive every good gift. Nor is
there any possibility of our repaying Him for His kindness for
even the desire to repay Him is
His gift. And so one of the difficult things which we have to
learn somewhere along the line
is the fine art of gratitude.
Seldom have we, as a people,
had more compelling reasons for
gratitude than we have in 1953.
Despite intense provocation, our
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God has withheld His judgments
and has continued to bless us.
We have become embarrissingly
rich. We are the hope, the fear,
and the envy of our day. Despite
the ran tings of men in high
places who fear freedom, we are
still free. And through it all and
in it all, we still have the one
priceless blessing which most
men in our day and in the generations past do not and did not
have-hope.
In our most honest moments,
we know that we do not deserve
these good things, that as a matter of fact, they can not, by their
very nature, be deserved. We
h ave simply received them. Even
our gratitude or lack of gratitude
has apparently little bearing
upon our receiving them, for we
know that we have not been
duly grateful in the past, and yet
we continue to be blessed. And
so, perhaps, this year we may
dare to be thankful.
If we can but empty ourselves
of all unhealthy pride, if we can
put out of our thinking all considerations of tit-for-tat, if we
can stand amazed and delighted
before the generosity of a God
Who gives because it is in His
very nature to be giving, then
we shall have taken one step toward exhibiting true gratitude.
It is not an easy thing to do.

•
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Poor Rudolph Bing. As general manager of the Metropolitan
Opera Company, he is the
world's least envied personnel
director. While hiring the help
is the most trying of the jobs
that go with his title, it is not
the only one. He must direct the
staging or re-staging of operas
and be a promoter, a publicity
man, and an expert fund raiser.
To be sure, he has many trained
assistants for this work, but, because of the peculiar nature of
an opera company, he has more
direct responsibility for his final
product than any captain of industry.
His troubles do not begin
when the Metropolitan opens in
the middle of November, they
just continue. Between the end
of one season and the beginning
of the next, Mr. Bing is signing
up his employees, and his major
employees, as you know, are
opera singers. Almost every
move he makes as an employ-
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ment manager is reported at
length in the city newspapers.
The opera stars are well known
to the reading and hearing public, and, since they are among
the most temperamental of artists, they make good copy. Their
futures depend, to some extent,
on publicity, so they are not
averse to airing their troubles in
the press.
Unlike other personnel directors, Mr. Bing cannot hope to
get a disgruntled employee into
his office for a quiet talk leading to an agreement. In fact,
often, he gets his first indication
that he and one of his employees
are in di~agreement by reading
his morning newspaper. While
most opera singers may be dedicated to their Art, they do sing
for money, and in a number of
cases, Mr. Bing's loud pleas to
remain for the sake of the Met
and of the Art have been outshouted by the whisper of checks
in large denominations from

14
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Hollywood, Broadway, and the
night club circuit. Once he has
hired the stars, the orchestra conductors, the members of the
chorus and the orchestra, it is Mr.
Bing's job to keep them happy.
I will not go into detail on what
a job that must be, but, obviously, it could not be a restful one.
In the simple process of airing
a grievance in the general manager's office, a good singer, with
a taut diaphragm and breath
control, could set up enough vibrations to knock the framed
picture of Edward Johnson right
off the wall.
All I know about Mr. Bing's
salary is that it surely can't be
enough for what he has to go
through. One of the compensations of the job, then, should be
satisfaction, his own or other's,
with the quality of the work he
is doing. It is likely that this satisfaction must be his own. And
one look at the usual audience in
the Metropolitan Opera House
will convince you of that. It must
be the most informed and intelligently critical audience in the
world. It is so informed that its
members can spot minor errors
on the stage from seats 50 paces
away, and a slightly false note
can set a tremor running from
the first row to the sixth tier.
While it is a deeply appreciative
audience, it functions best, vocal-

ly and in wntmg, as a critical
one. Now it is likely that most of
those present are moved by the
performance on the stage, but
they are much too reserved to
show their emotion. A spontaneous emotional reaction can be
observed at the Met but it comes
from the cheaper seats where the
students gather. And even there,
it is seldom that you will notice
anyone really living the story in
song as it unfolds below them.
The management is to blame,
in part, for what could be construed as a lack o( enthusiasm,
since, printed in bold type on the
program are two admonitions to
the audience: POSITIVELY NO
ENCORES ALLOWED a n d
T H E MANAGEMENT REQUESTS THE AUDIENCE TO
REFRAIN FROM APPLAUSE
SO LONG AS THE MUSIC
CONTINUES. The applause at
the end of an act or at the conclusion of a performance is always quite heartening, but I
have never seen a man stand on
the dark red plush seats and
wave his hat. The shouts of approval come from the upper
tiers, for the most part, and are
picked up by the microphones
near the ceiling on the Saturday
afternoon broadcasts. What the
microphones don't pick up, however, is the footfalls of a number
of people hurrying for the exits
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the moment the curtain drops. I
maintain that anyone who is
deeply moved by a performance
would be unable to give two
whoops whether or not he was
the first person in the audience
to make the subway or the parking lot. Any number of encores
may follow, but within five minutes that is all over, and the
house clears quickly. Mr. Bing
must survey that quiet auditorium, after a performance, with
the mixed emotions of a deserted
bride in an empty church.
I know of one man whose
chores as the general manager of
an opera company were many
times greater than Mr. Bing's.
Judging from audience reaction,
his satisfaction must have been
equally great. He was the general
manager of the San Carlo Opera
Company of Naples, Italy, when
the San Carlo opened, late in
1943, after a long shut down.
The theatre opened under the
direction of the British Military
authorities, but its operation and
management were in the hands
of the Italians who had operated
it before the war. The city of
Naples still lay in relative quiet
amid its bomb damage, its inhabitants moving slowly and uncertainly as if catching their
breath. The Neapolitans were
taking their first look at the Liberating, or, depending upon your
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point of view, the Occupying
Forces. The opening of the opera
house was a stroke of genius on
the part of the military authorities, for the average resident of
Naples doesn't ask for much in
the way of organized entertainment, but he does want his opera.
No decision of the military could
have been greeted with more enthusiasm.
However, the job now facing
the general manager was a formidable one. The opera house
was there, but it suffered from
months of neglect. Much of the
scenery had been destroyed.
Many of his top singers were in
prison camps or had fled North.
The top price for tickets, set by
the military, was 35 lire. Yet,
somehow or another, he pulled
together an orchestra and a cast
that produced some very creditable and entertaining performances for what was, at that time,
the most enthusiastic audience in
the world.
The opera house itself had not
been damaged by war. It was not
an architectural beauty and there
were some who thought a little
damage might have improved its
appearance. Except for the electric lights, little had been done
to change its looks, inside or out,
since it was built early in the
19th century. It is not unlike the
Metropolitan in appearance, and,
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indeed, the Met may have some
of its features, because J. Cleaveland Cody, the architect for the
New York theatre, bragged that
he had never entered a playhouse
before and had to get all of his
ideas from E u r o p e a n opera
houses.
Somewhere the manager had
found the 18th century costumes
traditionally worn by the ushers
and ticket takers. He must have
had difficulty digging them up,
and, from their appearance, that
is exactly what he must have
done. In the lobby two men sold
librettos. Later you could spot
them both in the chorus. Paper
was scarce in Naples, but judging
from the quality of the stock the
librettos were printed on, no one
would miss this paper. The
printing job was not good, but
that didn't matter because the
translation from the Italian was
too inaccurate to follow anyway.
The best writing today can not
be found in the translations of
opera librettos, but the hasty
job done on these translations
was below par for even that
school of writing. Everyone
seemed to take it in stride, however, and an otherwise unuseable
libretto did make a good fan.
The show started long before
the curtains parted. The audience put it on. Half of the audience was composed of Neapoli-

tans and the other hal£ of military men from almost all the free
nations of the world. Not since
the days of the League of Nations had so many nationalities
been gathered under one roof.
Despite the variety of nationalities and tongues, the atmosphere
was a warm and friendly one and
completely unlike the formal
calm that settles over opera audiences in New York and San Francisco. The buzz of conversation
reached to the top of the proscenium arch. Wise cracks flew
back and forth between the military, while the Italians bustled
all over the place, never quiet. A
hal£ hour before the performance, the members of the orchestra began gathering in the pit
and the sounds of instrument
tuning were added to the conversational hum. It was apparent
that the orchestra gathered early,
not with a great zeal to tune up,
but to visit with friends. The rail
around the pit became crowded
as orchestra members and audience exchanged news and gossip.
Greetings were shouted back and
forth between the pit and the
boxes high overhead where Neapolitan families hung perilously
over the railing to see their
friends. Children in the audience
were conspicuous by their numbers, particularly at the Saturday
matinees. Most of the boxes
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were occupied by families with
two, three, or more children,
ranging in age from five to fifteen. Mama and Papa sat at the
front of the box with the children crowded around them. As a
rule, Mama had a box, containing dark bread and pasta which
the family consumed slowly
throughout the performance.
Just before curtain time the
crowd around the pit dispersed
rapidly and the orchestra tuned
up in earnest. Before the overture, we were in for an ordeal.
Facing the audience, which stood
at attention, the conductor led
the way through the national anthems of France, Great Britain,
and the United States. It was apparent that some romantic composed had arranged the musical
setting for the anthems. They
were unusually slow and featured a lot of falderol among the
violins. Only Mantovani is playing in that style today.
The
music was so unmilitary and lasted such a long time that standing
at attention became almost a
physical impossibility. The spirited overture came as a welcome
relief.
It didn't make much difference to the Neapolitans which
opera was to be performed so
long as Verdi, Puccini, or Rossini
had written it. They waited expectantly as the curtains parted.
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What we finally saw on that vast
stage was a set inadequately
lighted by American standards
and badly in need of paint and
general repair. Despite its bedraggled appearance, the stage
setting was always good for a
round of warm applause. On the
part of the Italians, the applause
was based on pure delight. On
the part of the rest of us, I always felt, the applause was
meant as a "well done" to the
general manager for .being able
to find any set at all.
Where the manager had found
the soloists, no one knew. Some
had had respectable reputations
a few years back but others were
completely unknown. The soloists of more recent years were no
longer in Naples, or, if they were,
they were being inconspicuous
about it. Surprisingly, the soloists were good by most any standards though they had passed
their peak some years before.
Few would see 40 again. The
chorus contained singers of all
ages, from teen agers to grandparents, but then a qualified
chorus can be recruited in five
minutes on any street in Naples.
The female soloists ran to
weight and gave no evidence of
the food shortage their fellow
citizens were encountering. The
males in the cast were, invariably, much smaller both in
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weight and height. This is true
in opera companies today, but
I doubt that the difference
m size has ever been so pronounced as at the San Carlo that
year. The lady playing the part
of Rosina in The Barber of Seville was no Patrice Munsel in
either age or size and Count Almaviva was lost in her shadow.
When they left the stage after
their final duet, hand in hand,
the Count appeared to be a boy
led away by his mother. In La
T osca the soprano was also hefty
and her leap from the battlements of the prison in the third
act was completed with a great
deal of difficulty. She cleared the
rampart finally, but the hem of
her dress didn't, and it took two
stage hands a couple of minutes
to jerk the hem free. Despite the
odd pairings of the principals
and the mishaps on stage, the illusion of the story was never
broken for the Neapolitans.
They followed every motion intently and showed great concern
for the welfare of the lovers, as
though this were the first and
not the twenty-first time they
had watched this particular
opera.
Applause was spontaneous, frequent, and noisy. Hisses of pleasure demanded an encore after
every favorite aria. The tenor's

voice might crack on the high
notes, but he could plan on at
least two encores. Added to the
applause were the excited shrieks
of the children as they followed
the cumbersome action on stage.
It took a great amount of imagination to get excited considering
the meagre action taking place.
The noise was deafening when
Manrico and the Count Di Luna
fought their duel in the first act
of Il Tmvatore though the movement was wooden and both characters were of an age where they
seemed to be doing well just to
stand there with swords crossed.
Any ten year old in the audience
could have backed both of them
into the wings with a chair rung,
hut the crowd shouted encouragement to Manrico and was
quite upset when he was finally
wounded. Two acts later, Manrico, who shortly before was
forced to furnish two encores on
"Tremble, ye tyrants", had to
sing his farewell above, not only
the background of the Miserere
and Leanora's obligato, but also
over the audible sobs from the
audience. And it seemed inconceivable that the members of the
audience, almost all of whom
had seen death at first hand and
recently, could laugh so heartily
as they did at the pitiful attempts
at humor made by Rigoletto, or
could groan so loudly when later
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he found his daughter, Gilda,
dead and in a sack.
At the conclusion of a performance, the audience sat for a
moment in stunned silence as if
coming up from hypnosis. One
moment later, the place was a
bedlam. Shouts, whistles, and
hisses drowned the final strains
from the orchestra. By the time
oE the first curtain call, half of
the a udience were standing on the
floor and half were standing on
the chairs. Anyone who had anything to wave, waved it furiously.
After the exhausted singers had
taken a dozen curtain calls, the
military departed. Not so the
Italians. They lingered in excited
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groups to discuss the production
and each of the performers. It
was apparent that they approved
of everything they had seen and
heard.
Watching that grateful and
enthusiastic audience, the general manager of the San Carlo
Opera company must surely have
felt that the difficulties he had
overcome to stage the opera were
insignificant in comparison with
the satisfaction he received. I
would also venture to say that
Mr. Bing would gladly trade several of his best singers and part
of his own salary to get an audience like that in the Met this
season .

...
INDIAN SUMMER
Sorrowing Autumn seems to sense how much we
Miss her sunny predecessor. Wearily, she
Sighs, and, suspending Winter's bleak invasion,
Grants our warm·lipped Summer: resurrection!
RoBERT CHARLEs SAUER

Toward A Philosophy

Of Church Music
By M. ALFRED BICHSEL
One of the important aspects
of worship is public or corporate
worship. Public worship has
made use of all the arts to give
greater glory to Him who is their
author, and to edify both those
who appreciate the arts and those
who practise them. Possibly the
art that has had the most influence on all Christians is music.
Because it is an art that is so vast
in its scope and is so comprehensive, it is one that, curiously and
paradoxically enough, is the most
misunderstood and abused as
well as the one that is the most
appreciated and fostered.
Our doctrine of man indicates
that since the fall, man has been
cursed with an unwholesome
quality, original sin, which in
turn begets actual sin. Among
other things, this quality can be
identified with imperfection. It
then follows that anything man
does or thinks (and this also includes regenerate man) is bound
to be tainted with that imperfection.
Our doctrine of man also
teaches that man has a natural
knowledge of the moral law and

thus, also, has a natural knowl·
edge of a greater being outside of
himself. Because of this knowl·
edge, weak and blunted though
it be, man knows that he violates
the various points of the moral
law and must thereby placate the
just wrath of this unknown and
unseen deity whom he angers by
his misconduct. Groping blindly,
man has substituted the forces of
nature such as the sun, the moon,
rain, fire, and the mountains as
deities whose favor and pardon
he had to secure.
Whatever prehistoric knowledge we have of the musical ac·
tivity of man, it was always as·
sociated with his religious cult.
The evidence is almost non-existent and very fragmentary at
best, but it can be deduced from
a study of the exotic music of
present day aboriginal tribes in
various out-of-the-way places in
the world-such places as have
not had any cultural contact with
the rest of the world.
Furthermore, music was used
for the exclusive purpose of the
cult in all of the great, ancient
civilizations of the world. This
would seem to indicate that it

·-
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was not a sudden innovation on
the part of these incients, but a
gradual development from prehistoric times. This would also
indicate that man at all times in
history seemed to regard music as
possessing certain spiritual qualities which would please the
deities and which would in turn
lift the spirits of those that practised the art. (Since this discussion is not one on historical
musicology, we cannot · go any
further into the exotic music of
the ancients, and their modern
aboriginal counterpart.)
Our civilization, as well as our
religious life, is derived from the
Judaeo-Graeco culture of the
past and it would be well, then,
to examine briefly the musical
activity of the ancient Hebrews,
since numerous references are
made to music throughout the
scriptures from Genesis to the
Book of Revelation.
We call to your attention, for
example, the songs of Moses, of
which there are two recorded in
the Bible. The first is the Song
of Deliverance on the occasion of
the flight of the children of Israel from the Egyptians (Ex. 15,
l-19). The climax of this song is
reached in verse ll where Moses
says "Who is like unto Thee, 0
Lord, among the gods? Who is
like thee, glorious in holiness,
fearful in praises, doing wond-
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ers?" The other song of Moses is
one in which he describes the
Lord God, Jehovah as the
mighty Rock. (Deut. 32, l-43)
We also think of the song of Deborah and Barak in Judges 5, on
the occasion of the victory of Israel over the Canaanites. Of a
different nature is the song of
Hannah in which she gives
thanks to God on the occasion of
the birth of her promised son
Samuel (l Samuel 2, 1). And perhaps the greatest singer of ancient times was David to whom
a great portion of the Psalter can
be ascribed.
Likewise the New Testament
is by no means barren in this respect. We mention first of all the
song of Zacharias, high priest and
father of St. John the Baptist,
who, when his tongue was loosed,
composed the Benedictus (Luke
l, 67-79). Then there is the song
of Simeon at the presentation of
our Lord, the Nunc Dimittis
(Luke 2, 29-32). By no means to
be forgotten in this connection
is the song of the Blessed Virgin
Mary on the occasion of her visit
to St. Elizabeth, namely, the
Magnificat (Luke 1, 46-55). We
also make mention of the songs
of Heaven recorded in the Book
of Revelation, and finally, we
leave this enumeration with what
is perhaps the greatest song of
scripture, namely the song of the
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Angels at the birth of our Lord.
It is quite significant, that
practically all of the scriptural
references made to music seem to
point in the direction of vocal
music, in which music is closely
wedded to the lyric art. To be
sure there are some references to
instruments, as for example Jubal
in Genesis 4, 21, and also the instruments referred to in the
Psalms and in some of the directions given in the superscriptions
to the Psalms. However, the latter seem to indicate that their
function is not to be considered
apart from choric performance.
This tradition has persisted
throughout some · branches of
Christendom, where musical instruments are not tolerated, as
for example, in the various
branches of the Eastern Orthodox Church. In certain branches
of the Western Church, particularly in religious communities
where the liturgical tradition is
practised in its highest form, instrumental accompaniment to the
chant is forbidden and the organ
may be used only as a solo instrument for processions or for
extra-liturgical music.
(While
this practise has completely disintegrated in all the liturgical
churches of the West, it was
maintained until at least the 30
Years War, and if the organ was
used at all in the main Office,

the Mass, it was used as a solo
instrument alternating with the
choir in singing the various portions of the office, the so-called
Alternatimspraxis.)
Modern man, by and large, no
longer regards music in the same
light as did the ancients. It is no
longer restricted to the cult, nor
is it to serve lofty ideals only.
There is no question but that
music plays a very great yet unimportant role in the modern
world of today, especially in our
own country. This paradox must
be quickly explained lest it be
misunderstood. We say that it
plays a great role because apparently we cannot do without it,
and at the same time it plays an
unimportant role since its function is merely to furnish a background for noise. The electronic
organ of the roller skating rink
is not meant to be listened to.
It is played to .break the monotonous sound of the incessant roar
of thousands of little wheels
grating on a hardwood floor and
to heighten the excitement of the
whirling skaters. The electronic
organ or record player of the
funeral parlor is also used to
furnish background for unpleasant sound. Its music is meant to
soothe the anguish of the mourners and to produce a temporary
feeling of solemnity in the somewhat disinterested but curious
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visitor. The piano plus solovox
of the cocktail lounge and bar
also has its function of minimizing sound and noise by furnishing an adequate background for
it. It must be played loud
enough to drown out the indecent stories being exchanged
by two men at the bar so that
they will not offend the two elderly ladies at a nearby table who
have just finished an exhausting
shopping trip and are reviving
themselves with refreshment, but
its music must be soft and saccharine enough to arouse amorous feelings in the young couple
at another table. What would
soap opera be without the tremolo theme signature of "Just
Plain Bill" and "Our Own Ma
Perkins"? What would be the
opening of the "Shadow" program without the eerie wail and
percussive thump of an electronic instrument?
Some might say, yes 1t 1s true
that in the secular word there is
no longer the high regard for
music that there was once among
the ancients, but what does that
have to do with the Church? Just
this: whether unconsciously or not
the pagan use of music just mentioned has had some rather devastating effect in the church. We
live in this world and our carelessness has allowed those same
perverted uses of music to creep
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into the church. There is that
type of aesthetic thinking, for
example, which considers the
solemnization of holy matrimony much more beautiful and
solemn if the entire, or at least
part of the rite be accompanied
by soft strings with vibrato with
an occasional wail from tl.le. unda
maris. There is a type of reasoning which believes that the fervor
and conviction of the faithful
will be strengthened if they confess the Apostles' or the Nicene
Creed accompanied by a series of
ascending, descending, and modulating diminished seventh
chords.
The ecclesiastical counterpart
of the Roller rink organ is notlacking either, for the organ
must also furnish a background
for noise. The prelude, for example, furnishes an excellent
background for two elders or
deacons who stand at the back
of the church and discuss their
vacation fishing trip or the present status of their golf or business. It likewise furnishes an excellent accompaniment as mother
and daughter sitting midway
down the center aisle figuratively
tear Mrs. Smith's hat and ensemble to shreds as she passes
them on her way to a seat down
front. A voluntary to be played
during the gathering of the offering should be three minutes
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long on ordinary Sundays, but
must be at least from six to ten
minutes long on special Sundays
and High Feasts. It must be sufficiently soft to keep the people
in a quasi-meditative mood, but
sufficiently loud to cover the
tinkle of dropping coins. At the
close of the service it often seems
as if the silent prayer is just the
lull before the storm. It often
seems, too, as if this period of
silence is just long enough to
give God time to leave His house
in respectful silence before we
become sinners again and woe to
the hapless organist if he thinks
he can play anything on any registration but full organ at that
time.
Let us return for a moment to
the ancients and see whether we
cannot recapture something of
their aesthetic concepts. In classical Greek training, music was
one of the disciplines of the
quadrivium and, as such, its purpose was to serve in building up
an harmonious personality and at
least in attempting to stem the
tides of human passion, as Plato
indicates in the Republic. Furthermore, both he and Aristotle indicate that some modes (the ancient equivalent of our keys and
scales) lead to noble thought and
effort, while others tended toward frivolity and baser things.
Aristotle in the Politics says that

the guide to all intellectual pursuit, including music, should be
moderation, p o s s i b i 1 i t y, and
suitability. We especially mention these three, because it is
their violation today that makes
of our musical aesthetics a grotesque monster.
Today music is generally regarded as entertainment-something that is not to be taken
seriously, but something that
must please the ear and delight
the senses. Since that is so, and
since the great majority of humanity considers profound
thought too great an effort, the
music of our day has become
superficial, stereotyped, and monotonously banal. Modern man
prefers music that requires no intellectual effort to grasp and
comprehend rather than music
that would inspire him to deeds
and thoughts of nobility. He prefers music that motivates the feet
and i~flames the senses, and in
this respect the Church is no less
guilty than are the theatre and
the concert hall, for a highlypreoccupied clergy caters to the
weakness of its own nature as
well as to that of the people.
The late Reverend Canon
Charles Winfred Douglas in
Church Music in History and
Pmctise expresses this condtion
remarkably well when he says:
"A widespread belie£, not al-
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ways wholly conscious, exists in
America that music, far from
being an essential art of life, is
merely surface decoration. People
think of music as an escape from
silence, of which they are unconsciously afraid: as an excitant
whose exaggerated mechanical
rhythms take the place of a calm
which they cannot attain: as a
sensuous pleasure which they can
buy, paying the highest prices to
the best purveyors of it, and estimating its excellence merely by
the objective delight which it
gives: as an emotional intoxicant, a spiritual drug whose emotion leads to no action, and
therefore leaves the spirit weakened as by an opiate: as a superior sort of circus, which astonishes them by a display of mechanical or of intellectual dexterity. I have heard everyone of
these misuses of m u s i c in
churches of our Communion.
This is perhaps not strange in a
civilization but recently out of
the pioneer stage, and still in the
commercial stage, intensely preoccupied with material things.
But as life becomes more deeply
conscious of spiritual values, so
the expression of life in religious
music must become more real,
more sincere; it must become
true worship music, in which the
ordered tone, whether sung or
only heard, will be the veritable
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voice of the worshiper's prayer.
No valid Church music was ever
made merely to be listened to as
a sensuous pleasure."
Let us return to the three
canons that are to guide education, as Aristotle calls them, and
establish them as our guiding
principles for establishing a musical aesthetics for ourselves.
I. Moderation. The first and
foremost principle should be
moderation in music as well as
in all things. It is the violation of
this canon that makes our musical situation today almost intolerable. By moderation we mean
moderation within a given form
or style-a sort of disciplined restraint, as well as an objective
evaluation of all styles for the
purpose of having a broader outlook. Moderation will, for example, guide a choral conductor
in the performance of a 16th century motet to this extent that he
will realize that the rhythm is
there merely to keep the entire
thing together, but that the essential feature of such a motet
are its interlocking contrapuntal
lines-he will therefore avoid
exaggerating the rhythm. By the
same process of moderation, a
musician who intends to write a
four part setting of a hymn or
chorale will avoid going overboard by restrincting himself to
strong chordal progressions in-
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stead of those that contain weakening chromatic alterations.
We have failed also in educatting our nation to musical moderation by not educating our
people at all, with the result that
all people want to hear is the
music that is easiest for them to
listen to-music that requires no
thoughtful discrimination to accept or reject-music that is easily acceptable through the senses
alone. To be convinced of this
fact let us for a moment examine
what the average person of various age groups prefers in the
type of music that is called "popular" to the utter exclusion of
everything else. The old timer
prefers the show music of the
pre-world W ar I era of the first
two decades of our century and
the last years of the last century;
the middle-aged person prefers
the rag-time, blues, and jazz of
the roaring twenties, and youth
revels in the bop and hot of today to the utter exclusion of
everything else. Yet in this connection, the man of cultured
taste who wants to hear nothing
but Bach and his 18th century
contemporaries shows just as
much lack of moderation though
unfortunately he is in the minority and "le jazz hot" might be in
first place.
2. Suitability. The second rule
is that of suitability. In our opin-

ion this rule is a natural outflow
of the first one. A balanced
knowledge and a comprehension
of all styles and forms will enable
a man to discriminate judiciously. The bold and thoughtless violation of this canon is another
cause of our aesthetic chaos. For
example, the most casual acquaintance with Richard Wagner's opera "Lohengrin" ·would
make it quite obvious to any
clergyman, organist, or choirmas ter that the bridal chorus
sung at the beginning of the
third act is sung by the disappointed bridesmaids as they escort Lohengrin and Elsa to the
connubial chamber where they
are obviously going to consummate their marriage. Now while
the music is well written and is
in good style for the purpose for
which it was intended, it is hardly a suitable piece of music with
which to escort a young couple to
the altar of God where they will
be first united spiritually in a
union that is symbolical of the
mystical union that exists between Christ and His bride, the
church. It just is not suitableor as the Germans would put it
"es passt ja nicht". The fact that
most Americans do not know the
opera and hence are unaware of
the purpose of the song in its
original setting is entirely beside
the point. Most Europeans are

.
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acquainted
as a result
choice bit
church for
ever.

with the opera and
one never hears this
from Lohengrin in
any purpose whatso-

By the same token it would be
the height of folly for Guy Lombardo to have his orchestra play
"Jesu, Joy of Man's Desiring" in
the Grill of the Hotel Roosevelt
where people have come for the
sole purpose of dancing. It is
simply not suitable. To the best
of our knowledge, Mr. Lombardo
has never done this and we must
give him credit for much better
judgment and good taste than we
can give many church musicians
and clergymen.
But the realm of suitability requires even finer judgment than
might be evidenced in situations
just mentioned. These rules of
fine distinction are not quite as
obvious as that. It is this distinction that will point out to a
church musician that the chorale
"Kyrie, Gott Vater in Ewigkeit",
has absolutely nothing in common with the hymn "The Old
Rugged Cross"-it is this fine distinction that makes it difficult
for a discriminating musician to
play Bach's Fantasy on "Wir
Glauben all an einen Gott" after
the congregation has just a few
moments previously sung the
Scottish chant setting of the
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Gloria in Excelsis. It is this lack
of distinction that one cannot
comprehend in clergymen who
preach sermons that are magnificent expositions of the Gospel
and are excellent literary productions yet who are quite satisfied to have their congregations
sing "comic" book variety of
hymns.
3. Possibility. After the student
has well learned the rules of
moderation and suitability, he
then investigates the third rulenamely the realm of possibility.
It is impossible to have clear
judgment on this realm without
first having learned thoroughly
the rules of moderation and suitability, for it is in this area that
the creative mind of man operates both for the composer and
the artist. The realm of the possible presents the greatest problem of aesthetics, since we all
feel that the creative spirit of the
composer should have something
new to say in order to avoid imitation. First of all, let us say immediately that imitation is goc.d
training for the learning of skills
also in music-it is through imitation of styles that one acquires
the necessary techniques of writing and performing. Even in imitation one may bring to a style
new musical idioms, refreshing
vigor, and the crystallization of
an existing form or style. Bach
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could be an outstanding example
of this.
The question naturally arises
who, then, is to judge what is
possible in the creative aspect of
music. This is probably the most
difficult and controversial problem in the whole realm of aesthetics. And yet, if men will but
come to the realization that
music is an essential art of life
and not merely surface decoration, to use the words before
quoted by Canon Douglas, they
will approach the entire question
with more open-mindedness, they
will be more willing to learn,
and they will be more sympathetic to those who practise the
art in sincerity and humility.
When a man wants to buy a suit
of clothes, he goes to a reputable
tailor; when he wants to build a
road, he consults an engineer;
when he wants to build a good

house, he engages the services of
an architect; when he is ill he
goes to a physician; when he
wants to write a will and testament he consults an attorney;
when he seeks spiritual counsel,
he asks a clergyman, but through
all this, a man knows what he
likes musically and he will consistently refuse to allow any composer, artist, or critic to attempt
to instruct him.
If people will consult the experts in other fields, it should
follow logically that they would
accept the opinion and advice of
competent practitioners of the
art.
In this discussion, we have purposely set up no specific criteria
for an aesthetic in sacred music.
It is to be hoped that future articles will bring specific suggestions to the foreground.
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Art as Craft
By

•

RICHARD AND SuE WIENHORST

America has failed to produce
one composer equal in stature to
such great European composers
as Bach, Bethoven and Mozart. Throughout our history,
our music has lagged behind
European music both in quality
and in time. Why? Such a consistent disparity seems to indicate that the question should be
approached at a level at which
these two groups actually become
two distinct groups rather than a
single occupational classification.
Such a cumbersome number of
people could easily be divided in
any number of ways-socially,
historically, stylistically, and so
forth. However, the only level
which enables the observer to effectively counter-poise them is
that of "civilization". The division, American and European,
superficial and obvious as it may
appear, is an artistically real one.
Americans and Europeans approach music in a different manner.
Two of the leading contemporary European composers, Stravinsky and Hindemith, refer to a
term which is a key to the European concept of music. In his

Harvard lectures Stravinsky used,
Techne. Hindemith uses Unterweisung in Unterweisung im
Tonsatz. Both words translated
incompletely mean "craft", with
the connotation, "art". Both men
explicitly stress the importance
of the composer's relating himself to music and composition as
to a craft. A practical and even
earthy concept thus replaces the
nineteenth century Romantic
idealization of art. (See Etienne
Gilson, "Artists and Saints",
Measure, Volume I, Number 1.)
Once again the composer becomes responsible to music rather than to a muse or even to his
own exaggerated ego. He must
be trained and disciplined. Just
as the master joiner does not
merely know in a cognitive
sense the tricks and tools of his
trade, but understands the inner
qualities and capacities of wood
and makes the techniques and
tools so much a part of himself
that he can use them as if they
were an extension of his body
and tools of his mind, so too the
composer must take unto himself the techniques of musical
composition. Only through a
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complete "at-homeness" in a
medium can the composer attain self-expression. In the Romantic period, Self-Expression
was paramount. Grand emotions
and great ideas were assumed to
give rise inevitably to great
music. Self-expression is always
of prime importance to the composer. It accounts for his need
to write. But it involves communication, and this, at least according to contemporary European thought, can be achiveed
only through a lucidity which is
the result of a complete command of the techniques at the
composer's disposal. Here, too,
the second meaning of Techne
and Unterweisung becomes important. If the composer is a
craftsman in the broadest sense,
he will achieve not only free
self-expression but also artistry.
This attitude of bringing craftsmanship and artistry to composition applies to Gebrauchsmusik
as well as to the l' art pour l' art
music written for the concert hall
and the virtuoso. For this reason
the European composer is not
only willing but even eager to
write for the church and small
ensemble. Films, radio, and tele·vision also become the legitimate
sphere of the serious composer
for he is able to write in these
mediums without corrupting his
style and he brings to them the

same high standards of craftsmanship that he brings to less
commercial works.
There is also implicit in the
choice of the word "craft" a concept of the relation of the composer to society as well as of the
composer to his music. Previous
to the French Revolution, the
artist considered himself (and
was considered by his fellow citizens) a craftsman. Often he was
a highly privileged craftsman,
but this remained his status in a
rigidly stratified society. With
the downfall of royalty in the
v a r i o u s independence movements, the artist lost both his pa·
tron and his class. (See Martin
Turnell, 'The Writer and Social Strategy", Partisan Review,
Volume XVIII, Number 2.) In
music this social upheaval was
given voice in the Romantic
movement beginning with Beethoven. It was the expression of
the freedom of the individual
and complete freedom in art.
This concept of art was entirely
new to the Western tradition.
Largely as a result of the long
tradition previous to the social
disenfranchisement of the artist,
his essential position was not
completely forgotten during the
interim. The European of today
still grants the artist a legitimate
position in society. He regards
him as one who provides a
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worthwhile service and deserves
to be respected and paid for this
service. The artist's loss of class
is real but his disenfranchisement
is only partial.
Geographic elements, social
pressure, isolation, the historical
situation - many complex elements combined to form a new
unity of the various Europeans
who settled in America. Out of
many national traditions a new
civilization began to take on
form and substance. It is, to be
sure, a direct descendant of Western culture; yet it is individual
and different. One of the unique
features of American civilization
is its affinity for the machine
age. The machine age is not
merely the historical period in
which the machine was developed, but a way of thinking and
living in which the machine is
allowed to dominate the fundamental characteristics of an age.
In this sense, America more than
any other nation has adopted the
machine age with its manifold
implications in all areas of life.
Architecture, the decorative arts,
and industrial design are the
fields which seem to realize best
the American genius today-not
composition. Americans have
either lost the concept of craft in
the sense of being personally involved in and with a trade or
they never possessed it. There
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can be no personal relationship
with a machine. American musical tradition begins with nineteenth century Romanticism. Already at this time the machine
age and mass production were
beginning to develop here to an
even greater extent than in European countries that were more
highly industrialized.
As we have stated, in · Europe
the artist became classless for a
time. He has never attained a
class in American society, perhaps because we have no social
tradition previous to the Revolutionary period. We prefer the
artist to be a dedicated but starving Bohemian. He is "appreciated" by his colleagues, bookclub
matrons, and a small core of intellectuals. His support is of concern to no one except himself.
The concept of an honest tradesman who earns his livelihood
does not seem congruous to us
when applied to the artist. The
universities employ him-almost
always as a teacher to be judged
on pedagogic or scholarly rather
than artistic attainment. In business he loses his essential identity because he is used as a
refined means to the profit end.
Here our national distaste for
anything "long hair" limits him
to such an extent that no serious
artist can consider earning a living by commercializing his tal-
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ent. The sacrifice in terms of
style is too great. At times even
art itself has become a business.
We have attempted to shelter the
artist in academic halls or absorb
him into commerce but almost
never have we granted him legitimacy in an independently significant existence. What was to
prove only a partial loss of status
in Europe became a total loss
here. The American artist thus
lacks a relation to his art and his
society through c r a f t, and
nothing has adequately replaced
it.
As a nation we pay tribute to
the great political reformers who
were the forerunners of our Revolutionary movement, preferring
to believe that our nation rests
on a solid and stolid British political base. We neglect our great
debt to the Romanticism of men
like Rousseau which was the
underlying theme of the whole
revolutionary movement. Democracy as it is interpreted in America is intensely Romantic as compared, for instance, with Athenian democracy. Contemporary
American music remains essentially Romantic. It is, however, a
now-decadent nineteenth century Romanticism rather than a
healthy reflection and revelation
of the American milieu. This is
at least partially the product of
the American scene which can

still admit of a Romantic point
of view in many spheres long
after it has become impossible to
the European.
Tenuous as these relations appear with regard to what may
actually constitute the European
and American artistic mentality,
their influence upon the individual composers and thus upon
each group collectively has been
important if it has not been definitive. The facts are few. America has produced neither an individual musical genius nor a
music which exhibits the vitality
and strength which would enable
us to develop an individual
idiom capable of independence
rather than a weak aping of
European trends. Americans lack
the concept of craft with regard
to art and the artist. They have
also a short national history
which is concurrent with the rise
of the machine and the heyday
of Romanticism. Europeans possess the concept of craft and
nineteenth-century Romanticism
was but one short phase in a long
history. European composers
have consistently proved themselves to have superior artistic insight in the past and are continuing to do so today.
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Letter from
Xanadu, Nebr.
Dear Editor:

•

I don't want you to think that
I am too lazy to write my own
column, but I came across a
piece in the newspaper that I
thought would fit just right into
this issue, seeing as it's the
Thanksgiving issue. It's a piece
by Elmer J. Jest, the famous
poet who writes the column,
"Swell Folks", and I think it just
about sums up the Thanksgiving
spirit. Here it is:
0 pity the man who can't be
thankful
No matter how much he's got.
Of riches he's got a regular
tankful,
But does he say "thanks"? He
does not.
0 pity the country that's wealthy
and powerful
But don't thank the Man
Upstairs
But gripes and complains with a
countenance sourful
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And don't know how nicely it
fares.
We've got all we need and a little
bit over
And the flag flies aloft in the
blue,
So let's all be thankful that we
are in clover
And a happy Thanksgiving to
you.
I suppose your poetry editor
would say that that is pretty
poor poetry, just because it
rhymes, but it's got a real
thought in it. We've all got a lot
to be thankful for this Thanksgiving, although not as much as
I had hoped we would have after
the elections last November, but
nevertheless there is still plenty.
Of course, I've always believed
that a man or a country gets just
what he deserves but we ought to
be thankful that we have so far
been the kind of people and the
kind of country that has deserved
the best. When you read about
what's happening in other parts
of the world, you can't help being mighty thankful that you're
not a Prussian or a Frenchman
or a Turk or a Russian, or even
an Italian.
Sometimes, when I get to
thinking about it, I figure that I
am just about the luckiest man
on earth. I got born here in the
USA, which is the only free
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country on earth, and I got born
into the church which is the only
true church on earth, and I had
a couple of good parents who
taught me hard work and thrift,
and I've got a nice family except
that they have had it too easy
and think that money grows on
trees, which it doesn't, I can assure you, and we've got a nice
home, and I'm doing a nice business, and I've got more friends
than I can use. When I stop to
think how good life has been to
me, I feel ashamed of myself for
sometimes wishing I had this or
that that I don't have. But then
unsatisfied wants is what keeps
business going, so maybe I ought
to he thankful that there are still
things that I want.
One thing that I've really
wanted all these years may come
my way in 1954. One of the members of the nominating committee told me the other day that I
am under consideration as one of
the candidates for president of
the Nebraska Implement Dealers'
Association. I can still remember
attending my first state convention almost thirty years ago and
telling myself that someday I
would be up there on the platform. Since then, I've spent more
time and money than I like to
remember trying to get in with
the right people among the dealers but it's hard for a small-town

dealer to attract much attention.
Or maybe it's just one of those
twists of fate. It's a funny thing,
but I've been either secretary or
treasurer of just about every
club or organization I've ever belonged to, but I've never been
president of anything. And I've
never really wanted to be any·
thing but president. I'm beginning to feel like that guy who
was often a bridesmaid but never
a bride.
Oh by the way, Homer finally
got into a regular game last
week. The coach sent him in for
two minutes but it seems that
the quarterback did such a poor
job of explaining the play that
Homer got mixed up and ended
up tackling one of his own teammates, so the coach took him out
and, of course, put all the blame
on Homer. Homer thinks that
the quarterback did it deliberately because he always has had a
grudge against Homer because
Homer drives a Buick and the
quarterback only has a Pontiac.
I knew that you ran into trouble
like this in the business world
but I didn't think you would
find it among college athletes.
Regards,

G.G.

MAKERS
By

.

WALTER

Let us look a bit more closely
at association in music and at its
magical power.
Dou you think it is possible to
give expression to color in tone?
Some do. Alexander Scriabin
(1872-1915), a none-too-important Russian composer, believed
that tone and color could walk
arm in arm, so to speak, to produce a powerful effect. He called
his Prometheus: The Poem of
Fi1·e, Op. 60 "a symphony of
sounds" to be accompanied by
"a symphony of color rays."
Scriabin invented a color keyboard which he called a clavier a
lumiere. By means of this intrument colored lights were projected on a screen while the music was played. Scriabin's Prometheus suggested various hues to
him, and he reasoned that his
composition could be completely
effective only when the listeners
could see these colors while they
gave ear to the music. But Scriabin's clavier a lumiere did not
become popular. The somewhat
eccentric Russian did not succeed in converting men and women to a belief that tone and

A.

HANSEN

Some Thoughts on Church Music
(continued)

color can be joined in symbolic
wedlock.
Yes, we often speak of color in
music. We state, for example,
that in Daphnis and Chloe Maurice Ravel's wonder-working orchestration is colorful; that Ottorino Respighi's orchestration in,
let us say, The Fountains of
Rome and The Pines of Rome is
colorful; that Richard Strauss's
orchestration is colorful; or that
Richard Wagner had a comprehensive command of orchestral
color. Vve often speak of a composer's canvas or a composer's
palette.
But when we use the words
"color" and "colorful" in reference to music, we do not mean
"color" and "colorful" in a
strictly literal sense. Even though
language is wonderfully adaptable, it sometimes refuses to go
on all fours-particularly when
we employ the same words in
connection with more than one
art. "Color" and "colorful,"
when applied to music, are con-
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venient terms. They roll easily
and, at times, mellifluously from
the tongue or from the pen.
Strictly speaking, however, they
belong to another art.
A melody which sounds red to
me may sound blue or green or
purple to you. A sequence of har·
monies which sounds yellow to
me may sound crimson to you.
Yet music can suggest colorwhen the composer tells you
what he has in mind or gives you
a hint. Naturally, green comes to
your thoughts when you listen to
Th e Pines of Rome. But would
Respighi's music suggest this
color to you if you did not know
the title of the work? And even
if it happened to make you
lhink of green, might it not
make me or someone else think
of red?
If I were to write a composition titled Parade of the Bluestockings, those who listen to my
work would, I suppose, automatically think of blue. It is possible,
of course, that they might see
red in addition to seeing blue.
But what if my little masterpiece
had no descriptive title whatever? Would it, of necessity and
by virtue of some wonderful
magic, evoke a blue hue? No.

A Beguiling Work
Francois Couperin, called the
Great (1668-1733), has left us

what, in my opm10n, is one of
the most beguiling works in all
music. I am speaking of the
famous French clavecinist's Les
Folies Francaises, a set of variations on a simple ground bass.
One may speak of the composition as a chaconne.
I mention Les Folies Francaises
because it has to do with colors.
The theme itself is called invisible (La Virginite sous le couleur
d'invisible). But in the eleven
skillfully constructed variations
the power of suggestion, called
ir.to service by means of words,
goes to work to suggest various
colors. Each variation is madeby means of words, mind youto suggest a different and symbolically hued domino, or mask.
Here are Couperin the Great's
titles: Prudery in a Rose-colored
Mask, Ardor in a Red Mask,
Hope in a Green Mask, Fidelity
in a Blue Mask, Perseverance in
a Mask of- Grey Linen, Languor
in a Violet Mask, Coquetry in
Various Masks, Ancient Gallants
and Wives of Superannuated
Treasurers under Purple Masks
and Dead Leaves, Benevolent
Cuckoos in Yellow Masks, Silent
jealousy in a Mask of Oriental
Grey, and Frenzy or Despair in a
Mask of Black. In addition, there
is a little epilogue called The
Soul in Sorrow.
Now let me ask you an im-
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portant question. Would you, ing quandary. I was speaking
without
knowing Couperin's about the Lutheran chorale and
titles, automatically and neces· had made emphatic mention of
sarily think of rose, red, green, the fact that more than one
blue, grey, violet, purple, yellow, chorale melody was originally a
or black? No. And how, pray, folk tune-a tune which had
would anyone ever suggest in ·nothing at all to do with church
music the color of dead leaves or religion. Suddenly someone
without using words to bring asked me: "Could not one's dethat particular color-or those votion be disturbed by the
particular colors-to your mind? knowledge that a melody now
It is evident, therefore, that used in connection with religion
the power of association plays an served originally an entirely difexceedingly significant role in ferent purpose? If, for example,
music-especially in what is I happen to know that the tune
known specifically as as program for Now Rest Beneath Night's
Shadows is a folk melody-a melmusic.
But does association have any- ody originally unrelated to rething at all to do with church ligion-could that knowledge not
distract and disturb me when I
music? It does.
Think of the melody used for sing the tune, or hear it sung,
the hymn titled 0 Bleeding as church music?"
What was I to answer? FortuHead and Wounded. You associnately,
the quandary did not last
ate it immediately and automatlong.
The
only reply I could
ically with a dark hue. Why? Because the words tell about the give was a straightforward yes.
passion of Christ.
But if you were to hear this Not Cut-and-Dried
same melody used, as it originalThe subject of church music
ly was, in connection with a is not as simple, not as cut-andlove poem-a strictly secular love dried, as some would have us
poem-would you immediately believe.
and automatically think of a
One must recognize the inesdark color? Certainly not. Un- capable fact that church-goers
less, of course, you should hap- exemplify a wide variety of
pen to look upon love as some- tastes in the matter of church
thing dark and somber.
music. Must I, or anyone else,
Some time ago I found myself sneer and snarl in a Pecksniffian
in a quandary-a most perplex- or holier-than-thou manner at
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those who, in all honesty, derive
more genuine aesthetic pleasure
from a gospel hymn than from a
Lutheran chorale? Or must I, or
someone else, say, "It is my
bounden duty to lift such men
and women to a higher standard?
It is wonderful to have the
ability to educate. But to undertake to make use of that ability
in a completely holier-than-thou
fashion is tragically reprehensible. One achieves nothing at all
by resorting to such tactics. In
fact, music's Pharisees do infinitely more harm than good.
One gains nothing at all by
saying that Lutheran music, as
such, gives expression to Lutheran doctrine or that Baptist
music, as such, embodies the
tenets of the Baptists. Why? Because those statements are positively and unalterably untrue.
Will there ever be complete
uniformity in the matter of
church music? Will the Lutheran
Church, for example, ever reach
a stage at which it will, by common consent and without constraint of any kind, eliminate
from its services every melody
that cannot be classified as a
distinctly and distinctively Lutheran chorale? Will Martin Luther's undeniably Scriptural emphasis on the universal priesthood of all believers ever lose

the potent force it should
always exercise in church life?
Naturally, one could bring
about complete uniformity by
introducing bureaucratic control
-or totalitarianism. And such a
calamity would cause bureaucrats and their dupes either to
shelve or to lose sight of the universal priesthood of all believers.
May that day never come!
What, then, should one do? It
seems to me that the primary
purpose of organizing and maintaining churches and church
bodies should not be to foster the
art of music, no matter how
wonderful that art may be. The
primary purpose of organizing
and maintaining churches and
church bodies should be the
preaching of the Word and the
administering of the sacraments
-the saving of souls.
Naturally, music can, and actually does, serve as one of the
Word's servants and helpers. I
myself want church music to be
of the best. But I am old enough
to know that many sincere
church-goers will not agree with
me as to what is best. What I
consider best they may look upon
as worst. Shall I sneer and snarl?
What good would that do?
Church music, it seems to me,
should be studied intensively
and enthusiastically. Furthermore, it should be studied with
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open m i n d s. Churches and
church bodies have a right to advocate and to foster beauty, for
beauty can be a helpful servant
of the Word. But churches and
church bodies have no right
whatever to estrange men, women, and children by foisting
upon everyone, in a dictatorial
and bureaucratic manner, what
some do not regard as the highest type of beauty.
I, for one, shall continue, in
my halting way, to sing the
praises of the Lutheran chorale;
to declare that Gregorian music,
with all its many virtues, should
neither lord it over the chorale
nor displace it; and to express
my own ironclad conviction that
most gospel-hymn melodies are
poor music. But I shall always
strive to be realistic in my approach to the important study
of music for the church. I know
that the tonal art, like every
other manifestation of man's
search for beauty, thrives on diferences of opinion. Furthermore,
I am convinced that any outcroppings of authoritarianism in
the matter of church music will
do harm to the Church itself
and to church music.
As I see it, there is bound to
be further development in the
matter of church music. Shall
one, in slavish devotion to one
particular type, close one's eyes
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to the possibility-yes, the positive likelihood-of further development? Not at all. Even
church music has a tendency to
take on some of the qualities
that are characteristic of the nations in which it springs into
being. To some extent much of
it has already done so in our
own land-just as it did in Germany, in Italy, in Russia, and in
other countries. Is this, in itself,
out of place? Not at all. Can anyone say without fear of effective
contradiction that church music
is guilty of a crime against
beauty and serviceability if it
comes into being in America
and, as is natural, absorbs into
itself some characteristics that
are distinctively American? I do
not think so.
But you can rest assured that
many men, women, and children
will never cease to have differences of opinion as to whether
those characteristics are good or
bad.
(To Be Continued)
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ka, Op. 43; Annen Polka, Op. 117;
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for Piano and String Quartet. The
Hollywood String Quartet, with
Victor Aller, pianist. -A superb
reading of this beautiful work. 331 j3 rpm. Capitol P-8220.
CESAR FRANCK. Syrnphony in D Minor.
The St. Louis Symphony Orchestra
under Vladimir Golschmann.
Golschmann and the orchestra he
conducts make their debut on Capitol discs with a highly praiseworthy
performance of one of the most
popular of all symphonies. 33 1 j3
rpm. Capitol P-8221.
GusTAV MAHLER. Symphony No. 1,
in D Major ("Titan"). The Pittsburgh Symphony Orchestra under
William Steinberg. -As a Mahler
enthusiast I was happy to get this
exemplary performance of a stirring symphony. 33 1j3 rpm. Capitol
P-8224.
RALPH VAUGHAN WILLIAMs. Fiue Tudor Portraits. The Pittsburgh Symphony Orchestra under William
Steinberg, with Nell Rankin, mezzo-

soprano ; Robert B. Anderson, bassbaritone; and the Mendelssohn
Choir (Russell B. Wichmann, director) . -This engrossing choral suite
was recorded in actual performance
at the first Pittsburgh International
Contemporary Music Festival. The
poems are by John Skelton, Poet
Laureate of England ( 1460-1529) .
33 1j3 rpm. Capitol P-8218.
RoBERT ScHUMANN, MAX BRUCH,
AND JoHANN CHRISTIAN BAcH. Concerto in A Minor, for 'Cello and
Orchestra, Op. 129, by Schumann.
Kol Nidrei, Op. 47, by Bruch. Cancerto in C Minor, for 'Cello and
Orchestra, by J. C . Bach ( transcribed by Henri Casadesus) . Joseph
Schuster, 'cellist, with the Los Angeles Orchestral Society under
Franz Waxman. -Exceedingly
beautiful playing. Magnificent recording. 33 1/3 rpm. Capitol P8232.
OPERATIC HIGHLIGHTs. Capitol h as
just issued four discs in this excellent series. They are Cetra recordings, made in Italy. Vittorio Gui
conducts highlights from Verdi's
.. Aida; Fernando l.evitali presents
highlights from Mozart's The Marriage of Figaro; Alfredo Simonetta
and Arturo Basile conduct highlights
from Leoncavallo's I Pagliacci and
Mascagni's Caualleria Rusticana;
Gabriella Santini presents highlights
from Puccini's La Boheme. The orchestra and chorus of Radio ltaliana
take part in the performances. The
soloists are outstanding artists. 331/3 rpm. Capitol A-50142, A-50141,
A-50144, and A-50143.
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THE NEW BOOKS
Unsigned reviews are by the Editors

RELIGION
BE STILL AND KNOW

By Georgia Harkness
Cokesbury, $1.25)

(Abingdon-

For each of this little book's eightysix page-length devotions there is a
Bible text with an original poem and
prayer thereon. The author is Professor of Applied Theology at Pacific
School of Religion in Berkeley, California.
Ordinarily in such manuals an undue amount of sentimental verbiage
and lukewarm piety appear. Not here,
however; its brevity is its strength. In
addition to a sequence on the Beatitudes and a series of sonnets on the
life of Jesus, the major topics emphasize aspiration by faith, social concern, wonders of nature, special seasons, deserved tributes, and hymn
themes. Truths of the spiritual life
thus are expressed rhythmically, briefly, pointedly, for quiet meditation during life's routine.
HERBERT H.

UMBACH

MAKING MEN WHOLE

By

J.

B. Phillips (Macmillan, $1.50)

Much has been said about the need
of a faith adequate for our times. This
is nonsense. Our faith is adequate for
these or any other times. What we
really need is expression (both in lives
and in words) adequate to our faith.

The tired cliches that issue from tired
pulpits in comfortable churches on
Sunday mornings are so painfully irrelevant to man's condition in 19S3
that church attendance, even for devout Christians, sometimes partakes
more of the nature of penance than of
worship.
But once in a while, the Word
comes alive again in the mouth of a
great preacher or in the pen of a refreshing writer. Such a writer is J.B.
Phillips, the Anglican vicar whose
translations into modern English of
the Gospels and Epistles have reopened the New Testament to our generation and whose Your God is Too
Small was given a warm welcome in
these columns last September. Making
Men Whole maintains the high level
of thought and the aptness of expression which characterized Mr. Phillips'
previous work.
The problem which . Mr. Phillips
confronts is the problem of the disintegration of the individual and of human society. The remedies which he
proposes are those which the Christian Faith, at its best, has offered ever
since apostolic days. "Nothing that I
have written," says Mr. Phillips in his
introduction, "is new; all of it is
based on the Scripture passages which
are at the head of each chapter." But
although nothing here is new, it is
cast in language (again to quote Mr.
Phillips) "shaped cunningly to pass
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men's defenses and explode silently
and effectually within their minds."
What he has to say isn't new, but it
seems new. Such is the vigor of the
Gospel in the hands of a capable
apologist.
And how can disintegrating men and
a disintegrating world be made whole?
Mr. Phillips says
... there are three fairly well defined stages of the work of God in
making men whole, though, of course,
they are all very much inter-related.
The first is the stage at which a
man sees himself, either instantaneously or gradually, as a personality
in conflict with itself. By contact with
the love of God, through which he is
reconciled to his Father, he realizes
his true self. . . .
Then, since Christians have need
not only of God but of each other,
there is the stage where a man realizes his need of his fellow Christians
and their need of him. . . .
The thfrd stage, and here the best
of us are but learners, is to realize,
not in theory but in practice, that in
this world that God has made the
various races, with their peculiar contributions, need one another to make
the "one new man."
But these stages, says Mr. Phillips,
absolutely demand a belief in the
eternal life both for their working out
and their intelligibility.
MARTIN LUTHER

By May McNeer and Lynd Ward
( Abingdon-Cokesbury, $2 .50)
WHAT IS GOD LIKE?

By Robbie Trent (Harper, $2.00)

Although these books are designed
primarily for children in the ten to
fourteen age group, readers of all ages
can enjoy them. The Martin Luther
book is exceptionally well done. May
McNeer's readable text, evidently
based on sound recearch, is exciting
enough to hold the attention of children. It covers the important events
in Luther's life from childhood to
death. Lynd Ward's full-page illustrations in color are splendid.
Robbie Trent uses crystalline poetic
form to tell the story of Philip's lifetime search for a satisfactory answer to
his question, "What is God like?"
Philip's wise and devout father patiently answers his young son's incessant questions. After his father dies,
the grown Philip becomes a disciple,
listens to everything Jesus
says,
watches the miracles. It is Jesus who
finally tells Philip what God is like"He that hath seen me hath seen the
Father." A Bible verse sums up the
discussion on each page. There are
many charming illustrations by Jose·
phine Haskell.
CARLENE BARTELT

SEX AND RELIGION TODAY

Edited by Simon Doniger (Association, $3.00)
The ten articles comprising this
book were collected from Pastoral
Psychology by the editor in an attempt
"to point toward a meaningful synthesis of the two most creative aspects
of human existence"-"religion and
sex." As one would suspect, the various articles have different success in
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contributing to the attainment of this
commendable goal. The first article,
by Seward Hiltner, develops the thesis
that "a necessary corollary of that
freedom within finitude which is the
image of God in man" is the utilization of " sex at the distinctivel y human
level of love and personal relations." It
is so good that one keeps going to the
end hoping to find more of the samebut in vain. Some of the authors present some challenging ideas and suggest some sound approaches to pastoral advising on sex problems. But
too many of the articles seem to miss
the mark entirely; some are weighted
down with gobbledeygook, several are
excessively dogmatic, and at least one
is full of factual errors (as a result of
oversimplification).

TREASURY OF THE
CHRISTIAN WORLD

Compiled and Edited by A. Gordon
Nasby (Harper, $4.95)

...

Designed principally to be a
preacher's reference work, this new anthology of more than a thousand selected illustrations chosen from nearly
five hundred authors representing all
major denominations is useful as well
for the general writer or speaker.
Straightforward expos1t1on is often
dry or dull, whereas anecdotes, symbols, and tales can refresh a topic
richly. Experience shows that a proposition or a doctrine is merely half effective in communicating the truth
until it is clarified graphically by an
appropriate illustration, as our Savior
acknowledged when He educated the
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human race by narrating some truly
great though brief stories.
One example from this book's pages
must suffice. Under the heading
"Speech, Extemporary" Cato is pictured verbally as he holds up a ripe
fig in a meeting of the Roman Senate,
to demonstrate the continuous nearness of enemies: "This fruit was gathered at Carthage three days ago!"
Then all Rome exclaimed that Carthage must be destroyed. But imagine
Cato first polishing up his style and
content to achieve eloquence (verbosely expanded in the Treasury). We
should feel certain that, had this
course been taken, the Romans would
have shouted, "Cato must be destroyed!"
The editor is pastor of the Edison
Park Lutheran Church of Chicago,
contributor to the magazines of his
profession, and author of Sunrise in
the West. Like Dr. Docherty, successor to Peter Marshall as minister of the
New
York
Avenue
Presbyterian
Church of Washington, D. C., he has
felt the need for renewal of mind and
refreshing of heart in presenting the
eternal verities.
This compilation with both subject
and author index, but minus the customary contents page, can rightly
claim that every excerpt has already
proved its worth in actual use,-and
by homiletic masters, at that! For all
material under the 64 7 topics has been
culled from eighty years of sermon
publication in The Christian World
Pulpit (hence the title). Prominent
among authors thus drawn upon are
C. S. Lewis, Phillips Brooks, C. H.
Spurgeon, Lyman Abbott, W. R . Inge,
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Rufus Jon es, D . L. Moody, Harry
Emerson Fosdick, Karl Barth, Frederick Farrar, etc.
As an idea file these several hundred pages augment rather than duplicate similar existing collections on
inspirational themes. Such materials
will stimulate when intellectual resources dwind le und er pressure of today's hectic pace.
HERBERT

H.

UMBACH

MAJOR VOICES IN
AMERICAN THEOLOGY

By David Wesley Soper (Westminster Press, $3.50)
A lucid, closel\'-documented introciuction to the theological systems of
six contemporary American theologians: Edwin Lewis, Reinhold Niebuhr, Nels F. S. Ferre, Paul Tillich,
II. Richard Niebuhr, and R obert L.
Calhoun. Dr. Soper's book can only
be criticized for one thin g: it is too
short. Each theologian grts only some
thi rty-five pages, hardly a comprehensive treatment for so prolific a
writer as Reinhold Niebuhr, for cxJmple. But if the book is used as ::w
int roductory volume, it can be valu•. ble readin g. It can give th e beginner
in the field a broad overall view of
his subject, and it can and will motivate and guide him to further reading in the original sources. Dr. Soper,
who is chairman of the D epartment of
Religion at Beloit College, has treated
his subject matter broad-mindedly and
carefull y. He avoids as much as possible direct criticism of the theology
he presents. A brief biographical
sketch of each theologian is included.
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BELLES-LETTRE
TUSITALA OF THE SOUTH SEAS

By Joseph W.
House, $5.00)

Ellison

(Hastings

In this handsome volume Mr. Ellison, a professor of history at Oregon
State College, gives a fascinating account of Robert Louis Stevenson's life
in the South Pacific. Related with
magnificent verve and gusto, the
story begins with Stevenson's cruise to
the Marquesas, the Paumotus, and Tahiti. For this trip Stevenson had rented
the Casco, a graceful, sea-going
schooner. Besides the profane skipper,
Captain Albert Otis, and the six other
members of the cosmopolitan crew,
th e human cargo comprised four members of the Stevenson household:
Stevenson's wife Fanny; his mother
(A unt Maggie); Lloyd Osbourne, his
stepson; and Stevenson himself.
i\t Tautira, on the wild side of Tahiti, Stevenson suffered a physical coll <~ pse but was nursed back to health
!.J:-· a native princess, who served him
raw mullet prepared with miti sauce,
a concoction of coconut milk, lime
juice, red pepper, and sea water. The
two months that Stevenson spent in
Tautira he considered among the happiest in his life.
The cruise of the Casco whetted
Stevenson's interest in the South Seas
and intensified his love for the islands
and the natives. In 1889 he chartered
a trading schooner, the Equator, for a
cruise to the Gilbert Islands. From
there he sailed to Samoa, where he
settled permanently and spent the remainder of his life.
To this five-year residence in Sa-
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moa Mr. Ellison devotes the major
portion of his book . In circumstantial
detail he describes the life, customs,
feasts, and dances of the Samoans. On
a three-hundred-acre estate Stevenson
built Vailima, a spacious mansion,
where, like a Scottish laird, he presided over his household of Polynesian
retainers.
The Stevensons took an active interest in the social life of th e natives.
Stevenson's birthday parties were elaborate celebrations. About one hundred
and fifty guests were invited. At the
last of these the following gargantuan
feast was served: a heifer roasted
whole, twen ty roast pigs, fift y chickens,
eight hundred pineapples, besides
pigeons, yams, arrowroot puddings,
and othrr delicacies. The account of
Stevenson's sudden death and his impressive burial on the top of Mount
Vaea provides a dramatic conclusion
for this exotic talc.
The direct, vivid style in which the
book is written and the richness of
authentic detail make it delightfull y
entertaining. That, however, does not
detract from the value of the work as
history. There is a factual account of
the German, English, and American
power politics staged in Samoa during
these years and of the active part that
Stevenson played in Samoan politics.
Although the book is obviously not intended as a literary study, one chapter
is devoted to Stevenson's literary
craftsmanship and there are numerous
comments on his literary reputation.
The excellent, seven-page bibliography
indicates the scope of the author's
study and the scholarly quality of his
research.
ERHARDT H. EssiG
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MAUGHAM'S CHOICE OF
KIPLING'S BEST

Selected and with an introductory
essay by W. Somerse t Maugham
(Doubleday, $3.95)
Not too many years ago, Rudyard
Kipling was being dismissed as a second-rate writer who undoubtedly had
a certain vogue in his lifetime but
whose writing could not be expected
to outlive his own period. But recent
years have dealt more generously with
Kipling. First, Mr. T. S. Eliot published a selection of Kipling's verse,
thu s putting the greatest poet of oul'
day in Kipling's corner. Now the man
who is probably the best English prose
stylist of our day, Mr. Maugham, puts
his imprimatur on Kipling's short
stories. Against two such mighty champions, the academic critics can only
rage in vain.
Mr. Maugham's purpose, in the
present volume, is to show, by his
choice of stories, the range of Kipling's
varied talent. In the popular mind,
Kipling is associated with India and,
more particularly, the Northwest Frontier country. And it is true that probably his best and most distinctive writing had its locale in that part of the
world. But he was not limited to that
part of the world. And so, although
he acknowledges his own preference
for the Indian stories, Mr. Maugham
includes in his selection examples of
some of Kipling's less-well-known
stories which are set outside India.
And the selection makes truly fascinating reading. Among the stories
more or less generally familiar are
"Love-0'-Women," "Mowgli's Broth-

48

THE CRESSET

ers," and "Without Benefit of Clergy."
Among those not so familiar, this reviewer was most impressed by "The
Finest Story in the World," an unbelievable tale which Kipling makes
surprisingly believable, an d "The
Brushwood Boy,'' a story which only
a genius with words would dare to try
to tell.
The selection is offered in substantiation of Mr. Maugham's contention
that "Rudyard Kipling is the only
writer of short stories our country has
produced who can stand comparison
with Guy de Maupassant and Chekhov." The evidence is strong and, for
this reviewer at least, convincing.
THE SHADOWS OF THE IMAGES

By William E. Barrett (Doubleday,
$3.95)
Mr. Barrett admits, on the dust
jacket, that he writes for a living. One
would expect therefore that he would
have a great deal of professional polish
and to a certain extent he does. He
does, in The Shadows of the Images,
a workmanlike, straight-forward job
of telling the story of two boys who
were orphaned as they came into rnaturity.
Tom became a detective and in his
constant daily work in contact with
undesirable elements in his community
acquired a hardness and skepticism
that gradually drove him from the
Roman Catholic tradition to which he
had been born. His younger brother,
Paul, more idealistically inclined, commences the study of law with great
visions of popular success in a District
Attorney's office. An indolent and evil

girl who is the product of a divided
home and too much money seduces
him from his own vision and into an
unfortunate and hasty marriage. She
drives him, in turn, to cut loose from
his traditional background, a background to which he had held long
after his older brother became secularized.
The ultimate result of this marriage
is a tragedy when Paul's wife kills
their baby in a fit of self-pity and illtemper. This does not seem to effect
her too considerably as she makes
plans for a new life based on the lies
and deceits of the old.
Tom is brought to same rather
queasy moralizing about the whole
matter and a determination to make
his own life better. He finds a young
woman who will share his convictions,
and together they will make a life so
that things for their children will be
"different." Man is not his brother's
keeper, says Mr. Barrett, and Wrong
is Right and Right is Wrong unless
you want to be a trouble-maker.
THE INNOCENT KNIGHTS

By Gil Buhet (Viking, $3.50)
Gil Buhet has written a large number of books in French but this is the
first one that has been translated and
published outside of his native France.
If The Innocent Knights is typical of
his style of writing then it is our misfortune that more of his work has not
been exported.

The Innocent Knights is the delightful story of what happens when
six teen-aged youths rebel at being
unjustly accused and punished for a
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crime which none of them had committed. Their reaction to the mass
punishment-which can
be lifted
either by a confession by the guilty
one or their tattling on him-is to
barricade themselves in an ancient
fortress in the middle of the town. In
so doing, th ey prove to the people of
the town that the fortress is a far
more secure place than they had ever
thought it to be. The solemnity - so
beloved of adolescents-with which
they regard their action as a crusade
for righteousness, and the reaction of
their parents and townspeople makes
for a book that is at once very human
and humorous.
A provincial newspaper reporter becomes involved in the affair and urges
the boys to hold out so that he can
play the story for what it is worth as
a special correspondent for a Paris
newspaper. It also gives him a commanding position with all of the press
since he is the only one who knows
how to get in and out of the fortress
to talk to the young knights. His
failure, however, to completely take
the boys seriously results in a real
conflict with them .
The capitulation scene in which the
young knights are finall y prevailed
upon to give up their fortress and return to the normalcy of school and
family life is one of the fin est in a
fine and enjoyable book. Translated
by Geoffrey Sainsbury.
THE END OF LOVING

By B.

J.

Chute (Dutton, $3 .50)

"What are two decent young people
to do when they find themselves in
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love-and one is married?" So reads
the dust jacket of this mediocre novel.
The answer is obvious from the beginning of the situation created by Miss
Chute, but she does not permit her
characters to discover it until the
reader has suffered through over 300
pages of unimaginative dialogue. When
Paul asks Caroline to marry him, he
thinks Helen will give him a divorce.
Helen, however, loves him too much
to let him go. Because Paul and Caroline do not want to build their future
on Helen's unhappiness, Caroline decides to go back to her home in O hio
in order to save Paul's marriage. O f
all the characters in the novel, only
one - Sophie, Caroline's landlady ever comes alive.
CARLENE BARTELT

SAVAGE PLAY

By Paul Colin (Dutton, $3.95)
Although this Prix Goncourt winner
sold over 100,000 copies in France, it
probably will not have similar success
here. The novel is too exotic for
American taste, and its bestial episodes may offend many readers.
A young French aristocrat, Francois
Gane, becomes involved in the savage
pla y of three children-Jean Jacques,
Claude and Denise-who are spending the summer near the Gane country estate. They run wild through the
forest, lash each other with horsewhips, play cruel games.
Thirteen
year old Francois records
their
thoughts and deeds in his diary.
Family crises and World War II
scatter them, and the story does not
pick them up again until ten years
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later in Paris. Jean J acques is killed.
Francois, who considers the childhood
summer recorded in his diary as the
sole basis of his existence, marries the
beautiful Denise, returns as master of
the Gane estate, whips Claude into
submission.
M. Colin leaves his characters almost as they were as children;
nothing essential has changed. Savage
Play does offer a vivid portrait . of
French aristocrats, their relationship
with Ole villagers and their attitude
toward women. ·The translation from
the French by Alfred van Duym occasionally is awkward.
CARLENE BARTELT

THE COLORS OF THE DAY

By Romain Gary
Schuster, $3.50)

(Simon

and

A widely assorted group of idealists,
each searching for love in some perfect
form, happen to gather on the French
Riviera at Carnival time. R ainier, a
sort of modern Crusader who has been
fighting for causes since the Spanish
Civil War and is now on his way to
Korea and Indo-China, has never
known love. Willie Bauche, a selfstyled genius as a motion picture producer, suffers not so much for the
commercial failures he has produced
as he does for the unrequited love for
his wife, Ann, a successful actress. She,
in turn, has never found a love that
lived up to her expectations. Several
minor characters, who are very well
drawn, serve as catalysts for the violent
action that follows when the paths of
these three finall y cross.
This is not, however, a novel of ac-
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tion. The characters are happiest when
they are discussing the terrible state
of th e world, in general, and the inhumanity of a life without love, in
p articular. Romain Gary, fortunately,
has a style sufficiently engaging to
sustain interest even when the conversa tion becomes obtuse, which it does
upon occasion. The compassion he
showed for his principal characters in
his previous novel, The Company of
Men, is not so eviden t this time, however.
Gary is now First Secretary of the
French Delegation to the United Nations and has a backgro und very simil::tr to that of his main character,
Rainier. This must account for the fact
that Ranier emerges as a very believable person despite his high blown
talk. Translated by Stephen Becker.
THE HEMINGWAY READER

Selected by Charles Poore (Scribner's, $5.00)
The task of selecting from the writings of Ernest H emingway particular
stories with which to make up a representative single volume would be a
most difficult undertaking. Charles
Poore, the editor of this current collec tion, has done a fair job at this
difficult task.
Selections from five novels and the
complete text of "The Torrents of
Spring" and "The Sun Also Rises"
are included in The Hemingway
Reader. Eleven short stories make up
the remainder of the volume.
Instead of "The Torrents
of
Spring," the complete text of "A
Farewell to Arms" should have been
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added. Instead of only a part of "The
Old Man and the Sea," the complete
text should have been used. It would
cover only a few pages more.
The collection of short stories is a
real cross section of Hemingway's
work. Some of Hemingway's best, including "The Snows of Kilimanjaro'
and "The Light of the World," are included. Also some stories which might
be best forgotten, such as "Fifty
Grand" and the dreadfu l "The Fable
of the Good Lion," are unfortunately
reprinted here.
Generally speaking the reader will
get little from reading only a chapter
or two of Hemingway's novels. One
volume containing Hemingway's best
short stories would make better sense.
The prefaces by Mr. Poore before
each selection are helpful.
EDWARD H. ]OESTINO

A MULTITUDE OF SINS
By Robert
$3.50)

•

Molloy

(Doubleday,

The mission of Miss Julie Gerard
was to bring her dying, she-devil
cousin, Aurore, back to the Church
in order that the dear cousin might
have a decent Roman Catholic burial
and not disgrace the Gerard family
name. Cousin Aurore Gerard McKelvie, however, was rather enjoying
the opportunity which dying was giving her; now that her long estranged
relatives were visiting her, attempting
to prove to themselves that charity
covers a multitude of sins, she would
show them what nonsense this idea
was . .lt might be said that A Multitude of Sins is a study of the power
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and consequences of gossip and backbiting. Though Miss Julie is a prototype of an early Christian martyr facing a particularly vicious lion, she
emerges victorious in the end and
Cousin Aurorc's remains are deposited
in consecrated ground due, unfortunately, to an accident rather than conversion but, after all, the outcome is
the important thing. The setting for
this rather amusing tale of "mission
work" is Charleston of the pre-World
War I days.
Robert Molloy has assembled some
very interesting characters in this novel
and he seems especially adept at handling their dialogue. As far as content
is concerned, the story is often entertaining but fails to hold one's interest
for 317 pages. A sharper focus on the
characters and incidents of the story
could have been obtained if the book
had been condensed to a short novel.
One slightly annoying habit of Mr.
Molloy is the inconsistent use of the
Charleston dialect; simply by writing
a word or two here and there in such
a way as to indicate this peculiar accent docs not give the speech the
flavor of this section of the country.
Also, there seemed to be many opportunities for mood and descriptive
writing which were overlooked.
VAN

C. KussRow, Ja.

COUNTRY DANCE
Katharine Morris (Dutton, $3.00)
CoUJltry Dance is the story of a
farmer, his mother, his cousin, and of
the Harlow family with whom their
lives cross violently. It is written in a
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lyrical free-flowing style with a simple
beauty which binds the reader.
Rodney Morton busy with his farming is unaware of his loneliness until
he meets Sarah Harlow, daughter of
a wealthy doctor nearby. His cousin
Tim, less steady and less gentle, is
softened by his love for Sarah's
younger sister, Pigeon, still in high
school. The story centers around the
country dance which has been eagerly
anticipated. From this point on the
rom ance of Rodney and Sarah rushes
to a happy conclusion while that of
Pigeon and Tim leads to tragedy.
There are several qualities which
save Country Dance from the mediocre plot which would otherwise limit
it. Katharine Morris understands the
English countryside and her acquaintance makes it possible for the reader
to enjoy the simple beauty of the Morton's farm home, the smell of bread
baking, and the homey cleanliness of
each room. We can appreciate the
farmer's affection for his land and
animals because of Miss Morris' vivid
descriptions.
The author's greatest asset, however,
lies in her ability to portray characters. There is a study of Rodney,
stable, steady, hard working, firm and
yet gentle in his love for those
around him. There is Tim, young,
violent, constantly struggling to be a
man who can be respected by Pigeon's
family. Then there is Pigeon, sweet,
young, trusting and still more mature
than her family suspects. There is
Mrs. Morton who is widowed and
struggles against self-pity in her loneliness. Miss Morris manages to show
us this mother of Rodney as cool and

unaffectionate and still very sympathetic and understanding.
This simple story has no great new
idea, but the characters will live in
the reader's memory. If you are looking for a warm and charming story, I
would recommend Country Dance.
JOSEPHINE

FERGUSO N

THE SISTERS MATERASSI
By Aldo
$3.50)

Palazzeschi

(Doubleday,

The translation of any work, and
especially novels and poetry, from another language into English is always
a dangerous and oftentimes disastrous
task. The reviewer of such translated
material is in a particularly difficult
position because, unless he has read
the original, he is never quite sure
whether the translator or the author is
to be praised or condemned. Then too,
there is the matter of a difference in
cultural patterns and national tastes to
be considered. With this preface, I
venture to say that The Sisters Materassi should have stayed in the original
Italian of Aldo Palazzeschi.
The story, briefly, concerns the
change in the lives of Teresa and
Carolina Materassi, renowned makers
of bridal trosseaux, when Remo, the
fourteen-year-old orphaned son of a
younger sister, comes to live with them
in the old house at Santa Maria. This
handsome, captivating, and scheming
boy brings the passionate and disturbing elements of young manhood into
the stuffy household of his all-butwithered maiden aunts. So begins the
tale of ten years of unquestioning adoration-and its consequences. With the
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terrific portent of emotional struggle
and upheaval such a situation implies
one might expect a first-rate novel to
emerge. Unfortunately, it doesn't.
This, I believe, is due primarily to Mr.
Palazzeschi's ponderous style.
One is reminded of the more tedious of the nineteenth century English
novels with their endless descriptions
and explanations. Sentence structure
seems to fascinate the author for I
have never seen such consistent use of
exceedingly long sentences with involved, and very often obscure, syntax.
One is forced to re-read paragraph
after paragraph in order to comprehend who or what is the subject under
consideration. Having experienced the
Italian's superb technique of story telling via the many excellent motion pictures they have sent to this country,
I cannot help but wonder if even in
the original Italian The Sisters Materassi wasn't on the dull side. Translated
by Angus Davidson.
VAN C. KussRow, ]R.
THE THIRD ANGEL

..

By Jerome Weidman
$3.95)

(Doubleday,

An Admiral is lost in combat in
World War II in an action that he
had planned and that he had personally led. Later, it begins to appear as
though this action might have been
badly planned or executed or something of a similar nature that would
make it controversial on re-examination. The Admiral kept a journal of
his day to day life-what happened to
him and what he thought about, etc.and the pages covering the few days

1953

53

before the start of this action can not
be located. As a consequence his home
in Connecticut becomes the focal
point of a series of maneuvers by
many people to gain control over it because of the belief that the missing
pages are secreted somewhere in the
house. The people involved think that
these pages will throw a great deal of
light, favorable or unfavorable, on the
matter.
Involved in all this is the Admiral's
widow who doesn't want to sell the
home but is willing for it to become
a national shrine to her husband, her
husband-hunting and theatrical-minded daughter, several real estate agents
and their problems and problem children, a prominent and rich self-made
man and his nephew each of whose
stake in the Admiral's background is
vague, a hack writer who is not sure
whether he regrets having married for
money, and an assortment of other local characters.
Mr. Weidman has written a number of popular books (I Can Get it for
You Wholesale, The Price Is Right)
and this too should fall into that
class. It is written in the modern vernacular. Mr. Weidman has a good ear
for the patois of the level of Americans about whom he is writing-the
dillettantish, materialistic, and secularized upper middle-class. He also possesses a large amount of cynicism
about Americans, and he cannot keep
it out of his characters.
Everything is finally resolved with
the discovery of the missing pages. In
the most general terms they express
the Admiral's concern for the people
he left behind, and in its message of
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love-which rings rather hollow following the machinations, double-crossings, and schemings of those concerned
-all profess to find in it an important personal message. There are a lot
of characters in this book and Mr.
Weidman has some difficulty in tearing himself away from the problems
of any one to get on to the next and
this does not make for smooth reading.

GENERAL
THE SPIRIT OF ST. LOUIS
By Charles A. Lindbergh
ner's, $5.00)

(Scrib-

It has been just over a quarter of
a century since Charles A. Lindbergh
flew his " Spirit of St. Louis" from
New York to Paris. A period that has
been marked by an inordinately large
variety of events but that has not produced an act of a single individual
that, in heroic dimensions, equals or
exceeds the act of this then young
air mail pilot. It was, perhaps, the last
single great adventure that will ever
occur as our society ,comes to rest,
more and more, on the co-ordinated
activities of mankind.
Lindbergh, following his flight, became an American hero in every sense
of that word. And a great hero. Unfortunately, he utlimately suffered the
fate of many heroes in that his virtual
canonization had the usual tendency
of elevating the bad along with the
good, the weak with the strong.
The Colonel has now published an
account of his flight in a book that
he says took him, off and on, fourteen years to write. He has called it

after his
airplane,
appropriately
enough, and he has succeeded in doing
something that has been needed. He
has refocused attention on himself and
on the one uncontroversial and great
act of his lifetime-the preparation
and execution of an airplane flight designed to vividly demonstrate to the
world the then unbelievable potentiality of the airplane.
The book is divided into two main
sections. The first part is a recounting
of his air mail piloting days and how
he came to decide to enter the competition for the $25,000 Orteig prize
for the first airplane flight from the
United States to France. He recounts
his difficulties and successes in securing support and aid-both moral and
financial; the problem of securing just
the airplane he wanted; his flight to
New York; and his waiting there for
the best possible weather before actually starting the long journey.
In the second part of the book-by
far the longest-Lindbergh tells, in
great detail, just what it was like to
fly across the Atlantic ocean alone. He
gives an hour by hour report touching
on the condition of the three important elements of his flight: the weather,
the airplane, and himself.
He tells
about the decisions and possible solutions that he had to face and that he
worried about having to face even
though they never occurred. The
calculations on escape from the airplane if trouble developed and his
chances for survival on the cold and
cruel Atlantic. The overpowering lack
of sleep. The difficulties of flying the
plane at every moment as it was not
-no matter what else the "Spirit"
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was-from the fl ying standpoint a
stable airplane. His concern that the
French people might not receive him
too graciouslr in view of the loss of
Nungesser and Coli a few weeks
earlier, a loss attributed by gossip,
falsel y as it turned out, to the refusal
of American authorities to supply them
with weather data on the American
end of their flight due to a chauvinistic desire to have an American be
"first." Finally, his reception in Paris
and his recation to it.
All of this Lindbergh tells in a first
person narrative that I found extremel y fascinating. It is impossible to read
this account without a feeling of sharing the Colonel's experience.
Lindbergh is a very candid, very
earnest, and very self-sufficient person. He demonstrates on so many
pages of his book however that he is
more than that. He has a sense of humor and warmth combined with an
almost unbelievable personal integrity.
H e is an "individualist" in the very
fine and real sense of that word, and
it is his strong sense of individuality
that made his flight such a personal
thing, producing the almost completely emotional response to it on the part
of people both in this country and
abroad.
If the Colonel never again does or
says a single thing of general interest
in this country he should be well-content to let his fame rest on his two
great personal accomplishments-his
flight to France and this book.
One aspect of the book is somewhat troublesome. Lindbergh-during
his long quiet hours over the Atlantic
-had a Jot of time to think about a
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lot of things. In recounting those hours
he has done a lot of his woolgathering
again. Some of it seems relevant to his
account. Some of it he must have
thought about because it would naturally suggest itself by the very nature
of what he was doing. Some of the
things that he thought about during
those thirty-three hours have no doubt
stayed in his mind. A man might well
remember today that twenty-six years
ago he did a certain thing and that
while doing it he was thinking of an
event that had happened at an earlier
time. Perhaps Lindbergh's memory of
exactly what he was thinking about is
very complete. It seems more likely
however that in reproducing this material he has included some material
that he might have thought about.
In any event, he has interspersed a
fairly large number of reminiscences
of his early life, his parents, his grandparents, etc. Some who have read this
book regard these little vignettes as
the very finest things in the book.
Without being deprecatory about their
merit-! thought they were exceedingly well-done and deserving of standing alone in a separate article or book
- I had the feeling that they were
interfering with his account of his
flight. Spending too much time on the
past rather than on what he made to
seem like the present. The sort of digressions that make it so frustrating
to listen to some people who can not
recount an exceptionally interesting
experience without drifting off on to
side matters.
An appendix includes photographs,
reproductions of newspaper headlines,
technical detail on the airplane and
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its engine, engineering and navigation
data, the subsequent flights of the
".Spirit," and details on the awards
and decorations received.
If you remember this flight, a reading of this book will bring it back in
all of its thrilling detail. If you are
too young to remember, it will prove
a thrilling account of a thrilling event
of importance to us all.

FRANZ VON PAPEN: MEMOIRS
{Dutton, $6.50)
The post war collection of letters
has been well-salted with books by and
about the German military. It appears
now that a new well-spring is bubbling
to the surface. Franz von Papen is
among the first to drink at this wealthgiving source. Ignoring almost completely the military aspects, he treats
at length the political and diplomatic
ramifications before, during and after
the two horrendous wars that twice
left Germany a shattered nation.
Papen, born when imperial Germany
was enjoying the fruits of Bismarck's
genius, served his emperor as a page
and, during World War I, as military
attache in Washington and finally on
the battlefield. A desire to help his
neighbors led him to a seat in the
Reichstag of the Weimar Republic.
This same sense of duty prompted him
to forsake his party and assume the
chancellorship under Hindenburg, a
man he revered. The German people,
saddled with an almost completely unworkable government, wallowing in
the depths of economic chaos, unable
to persuade the victorious powers that
the future of Germany and Europe de-

pended upon loosening the bonds of
Versailles, were easily herded down
the road to hysterical nationalismand Hitler. Papen served until the
end, first as vice-chancellor and later
as ambassador to Austria and Turkey.
The author's main thesis in this
rather amazing book is to justify his
own actions as well as some of those
of Germany. Like most Germans, he
feels that Versailles was a serious mistake. It prevented Germany from giving stability to Europe. A few concessions by the British and French at
Lausanne could have stopped the Nazi
surge. Their subsequent timidity accelerated it. In the· intrigues of the Thirties, Papen considered his own role as
that of a mediator, trying always to
do what was best for Germany. He
claims to have made every effort to
temper Hitler's excesses (and to have
achieved some measure of success) and
to have sought by legitimate means a
lasting peace for and harmony among
the European family.
Papen is a German and a patriot.
Neither of these facts is reprehensible,
but they do certainly color his account. He would, for example, prefer
to think of "the rape of Austria" as
a mutual Jove affair, with Germany
perhaps a bit overarnorous. {It was in
these chapters that this writer detect·
ed some evidence of double talk, although the author deplored the forceful annexation.) Papen is no doubt a
man of integrity. He readily admits
mistakes, accepts Germany's responsibility for World War II, owns up that
he, like others, was duped by Hitler.
His candor is impressive; his apparent
naivete, at times, almost unbelievable . .
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These things, however, do not preclude one from taking issue with much
that is said or the motives involved.
Some of the minor contentions got
stuck in this reader's literary throat.
Objectivity demands that anyone interested in this phase of history look
at both sides of the story. Papen gives
the other side. There is hardly a question of judgment. Either you believe
what he says or you don't. At Nuremberg they believed him.
SHERIDAN, THE INEVITABLE

By Richard O'Connor (Hobbs-Merrill, $4.50)

r.
...

Phil Sheridan was always a controversial figure now best remembered as
a soldier on horseback riding hard to
turn the tide of battle. With him
things were always black or whitenever gray. In consequence, his contemporaries either loved or loathed
him. Of those who loved, apparently
few could write and few biographies
of him were ever published.
Richard O'Connor writes well of
Civil War generals and he improves
with each .effort. This volume surpasses his Thomas, Rock of Chickamauga and Hood, Cavalier General.
Here is traced the life of Sheridan
from his birth at sea, which in itself is
an interesting chapter because of the
possibilities of his becoming a Presidential candidate; the rough boyhood
at Somerset, Ohio; the years at West
Point; the service in the West; and
finall y the War. Sheridan caught the
eye of Halleck, but advancement, even
so, was slow. Then came the time of
glory and rapid advancement reach-
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ing its apex with the smashing of Jeb
Stuart at Yellow Tavern and finally
cutting off Lee at Five Forks, making
Appomattox inevitable.
Then carne
the unhappy years of Reconstruction
Administration
m
Louisiana
and
Texas; the Indian wars of the Western Plains and finally as General of
the U.S. Army with interludes of entertaining visiting dignitaries and the
days of the Chicago Fire.
In sum, this is the story of a superb
combat soldier whose career otherwise
was not remarkable. He deserves to be
remembered for more than his historic
ride and the poem it inspired. Here
is a very readable biography about a
very human sort of a man who knew
great success and also failure.
ri.ICHARD

T.

SAVAGE

THE NEW WAYS OF ONTOLOGY

By Nicolai
$4.00)

Hartmann

(Regnery,

Mr. Hartmann has presented an approach to metaphysics which is not
yet too familiar to an American
audience. He has succeeded in presenting an exceedingly abstruse subject very clearly and concisely with
the result that it is thoroughly understandable. In this 'literary' success
lies his philosophical downfall. He has
not merely attempted to explain the
new view of metaphysics in terms of
ontology; he has attempted to build
a complete metaphysical structure in
150 pages. The scope of the book is
therefore much too broad for more
than a journalistic survey.
His most serious omission is the
failure to place his whole structure of
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reality on a sound ontological base.
According to his view, all being is
stratified on the basis of simplicity of
structure. However he does not stop
with this as a statement of fact. He
insists that the higher strata or orders
are dependent for their existence on
all strata below them, the lower strata
being "independent and indifferent"
toward those above them. Thus, being
is constructed somewhat like a tower
of building blocks. Yet he never states
that the tower necessarily rests on a
bottom most block, although this is
implicit in the nature of their interdependence as he himself sees it. Thus,
just as a child's tower must tumble
when the bottom block is removed, so
too must Mr. Hartmanns ontological
tower. He has refused to come to
grips with the basic problem of all
metaphysics and ontology, i.e., Beiotg
qua Being.
SUE WIENHORST

THE WORLD OF PRIMITIVE MAN

By Paul Radin (Schuman, $5.00)
The evaluation of primitive civilizations is always handicapped by the
problem of perspective. Too often,
authors lose this necessary perspective
through an overemphasis of the negative achievements of primitive peoples
and their readers are growing weary
of this overworked approach. Dr. Radin's approach, however, is refreshing in that he describes, for the first
time, aboriginal peoples in terms of
their rational behavior and their positive achievements.
The author attempts, in this book,
to dispute the hypothesis that objec-
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tive thinking and the concept of personality are inextricably bound to a
social-economic order. This is of fundamental importance since nowhere
among aboriginal peoples do anthropologists encounter a social-economic
order and because of this it is generally asserted that primitive man led an
instructive life in which he was "a
prey to his fears and a slave to his
emotions."
In this new light, the reader will
find that all primitive people are essentially alike, that they have universal regard for personal integrity and
the right to self-expression, that among
them are thinkers and critics who appraise man's place in the universe,
and that in many respects primitive
man could teach modern man a thing
or two.
This book, refreshing in its newness
and scholarly in its presentation, is
destined for controversy. Even though
Dr. Radin's thesis inspires dissent it
will remain of fundamental importance to students of anthropology and
psychology and of special significance
to everyone interested in the development of man and his world.
BYRON L. FERGUSON
CHILDREN OF DIVORCE

By ]. Louise Despert (Doubleday,
$3.50)
To make life happier for the million
and a half "children of divorce" in
the U. S. under eighteen, the author,
a practicing psychiatrist, undertook to
write this sensitive, readable book. It
is primarily directed to parents on the
brink of divorce to help them prepare
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their children for the shock of separation and themselves for the inhumanities of court litigation. Secondarily, it
is intended for the general reader who
is to exert effort toward reform of our
antiquated divorce court system and
toward a sounder American family life
based on love and sharing.
Dr. Despert is a moderate in psychiatry and presents several cases
which impressionistically, if not convincingly, illustrate the damage done
to children by the shattering of parental images in divorce. Her basic thesis
is that the chief danger to children lies
not in legal divorce but in "emotional
divorce," that lack of communication
and sympathy between parents which
occurs in many families without legal
dissolution. Her emphasis is on the
quality of inter family relationships,
not mere existence of legal tie.
She skirts any theological issues in
the dissolution of marriage and accepts the dictum that some spouses,
because of neurotic tendencies, may
simply be unfit to continue marriage.
Such persons should, of course, be encouraged to seek competent psychiatric help before resorting to divorce.
At the point of divorce, however, the
child's problems only begin. He can
safely be carried through the period
by parents' reassurance that he is not
to blame and that they both sill love
him and by the attempt of each
spouse to preserve the integrity of the
other in the child's eyes.
For the long run problem, the
author follows the Smith Report of
the American Bar Association in urging that divorce courts be revised
along the informal procedures of the
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juvenile courts where the emphasis is
not on placing guilt but on rehabilitation through use of specially trained
judges and psychiatric and social services.
EFFECTIVE HOME-SCHOOL
RELATIONS

By James L. Hymes, Jr. (PrenticeHall, $4.65)
Although home-school relations is
not considered a "magical cure-all,"
the author warns against considering it
too casually. Basic principles of homeschool relations are effectively presented. A mutual understanding of the
child in his school and home environment by both parents and teachers is
encouraged.
The worth of the book lies largely
in giving educators a perspective of
the multiple details of the school program through the eyes of the parents.
Real cooperation is not attained by
expecting the parents to make all the
adjustments; it must be a two-way process. Although the author seems very
successful in giving the educators a
better insight in their weaknesses with
respect to home-school relations, he is
probably less successful in this purpose
with respect to the parent-reading
audience. There is some danger that
it may relegate all responsibility of ineffective home-school relations to the
educator and consequently make no
further efforts in its improvement. The
discussion of practices and techniques
applicable to specific situations does
not seem to offer much that is new in
this area.
The author present his ideas in a
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lively and readable style. The book
may well be placed in the recommended reading list of all who are vitally
interested in more effective homeschool relations.
RICHARD G. KRO EN KE
WE CHOSE CAPE COD

By Scott Corbett (Crowell, $3.50)
Mr. Corbett, like many another
American before him, decided that the
vicissitudes of living in a large city
were too much for him and so he took
his family and settled in Cape Cod.
H e tells about his initial decision, the
selection of the community on the
Cape where he elected to settle, th e
job of getting oriented in a community where outsiders were not always
too welcome, and his growing appreciation and realization of the values
that are reflected so strongly in communities that have maintained strong
historical ties with the past.
Mr. Corbett tells the usu al number
of anecdotes about New Englanders
that always crop up in such books,
and he has an appreciative eye for the
differences in the way of life that arc
brought about during the tourist
season.
It often happens that when people
with no distinct historical traditions,
or who have come from areas where
they do not exist, move to areas with
these traditions their reactions can be
fairly well predicted. Either they find
themselves very unhappy and unsettled
in their new homes, or else they become so enamored of it that they lose
any perspective they might have had
in their desire to associate themselves
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with it as closely as possible and to,
if this can be done, so acclimatize
themselves as to make it appear to
others as though they really "belonged." Mr. Corbett falls into this
latter group, and his telling of this
transformation is as enjoyable reading as is the story about him that is
told between the lines.
THE COFFEE TRAIN

By
Margarethe
Erdahl
(Doubleday, $3.50)

Shank

Mrs. Shank was reared in a predominantly Norwegian area of Minnesota by her elderly grandparents Norwegian emigres-in physical surroundings that seem primitive today
even though the events narrated could
not have occurred too many years ago.
Mrs. Shank recounts the life of a
child in a simple-one could almost
say peasant if that word can ever be
used to describe the dwelling of an
American-home and her reactions
and responses to her grandparents, her
relatives, and the circumscribed world
around her.
This is another demonstration of the
charm and dignity that invested the
homes of many of the early settlers
of this country who maintained a certain ethnic culture more or less intact
until the inventions of the modern
world forced the American civilization
into a more uniform and consistent
pattern. A pattern that is not nearly
as charming as some of the ones lost
in the process. Mrs. Shank's memories
of those days is another reminder that
in forcing everyone into much the
same mold we have destroyed much
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that was fine. We have cut out roots
and traditions and have not, in most
cases, replaced them with anything
near as valuable.
JOHNSWOOD

By Charlie

May Simon
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ception to this ooccurs in the narration of the events leading up to the
tragic death of her husband. Here,
with simplicity and restraint, she
touches the emotions surely.
DORINDA H. KNOPP

(Dutton,

$3.50)
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This book is essentially a tribute to
the memory of a well-loved husband.
Johnswood is the name of the house
built near Little Rock, Arkansas, by
the author and her late husband, the
poet John Gould Fletcher, one-time
Pulitzer Prize winner. There is even
more in the book about John than
there is about Johnswood, all of it
written with completely uncritical devotion and admiration. In spite of
this, it is apparent that, of the two
personalities, hers is much the more
perceptive and sensitive, particularly
in the field of human relationships.
After the death of her husband
Mrs. Fletcher decided to sell Johnswood. However, before the sale was
completed, she came to the realization
that she didn't really want to leave the
home in which they had been so happ y; that it was possible to retain a
portion of that happiness in contact
with m e m or y-evoking associations
which she had thought would be unbearably painful.
Mrs. •Fletcher is the author of a
number of books for children, and of
one other volume autobiographical in
nature, Straw in the Sun. In the present work, nearly always her best writing is done in the relation of incidents
dealing with her early life or with local
country people. The one notable ex-

THE NIGHT THE OLD NOSTALGIA
BURNED DOWN

By Frank Sullivan (Little, Brown,

$3.00)
This latest collection of Frank Sullivan's pieces will be welcomed by
all of his fans. Those who are acquainted with his work only as it has
appeared in The New Yorker and who
wonder why he is so popular should
be persuaded to give this book a try.
In addition to many humorous pieces
the collection offers bits of nostalgia
and some penetrating observations on
the "American scene." Anyone who
has ever been around small boys
should thoroughly enjoy "Letter to a
Neighbor." All but four of the thirtysix pieces appeared originally in magazines.
CARLENE BARTELT

THE COMPLETE CHESSPLA YER

By Fred R einfeld
$4.95)

( Pren tice-Hall,

This new book on chess is by an
a uthority in the field. He covers
ever ything that must be known to play
the game as well as offering a large
number of refinements.

A Minority
Report
--------------IY

Nebraska
The roots of my life run deeply and pleasantly into the soil
and rural atmosphere of Nebraska, the white spot of the nation .
It is advertised as the white spot
because its state government
maintains a pay-as-you-go policy.
Unlike the New Deal, says the
Chamber of Commerce, the state
is debt-free. It gets only what it
can pay for. This is no place for
:a wit to make what he considers
to be an appropriate answer. All
in all, I am glad that I was born
in Nebraska though obviously I
had little to do with the decision.
Consequently, my family and I
-spent our vacation in the birthlJlace of
'orris-Progressivism.
Besides, we visited our relatives.
The grand-parents must be hapPY to some degree that their kids
hve in Indiana and New Hampshire. They'll also be happy to
know that we are happy with our
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sta tes. They wouldn't admit it in
a million years, God bless their
so uls, but fifteen people in a six
or seven room house, even with
a full basement, must be as easy
to take as a legion of cyclones.
The old homestead mu st be pretty quiet these clays.
'"'e arrived in Nebraska at an
interesting time of the year. It
was county fair season. For an
old and inveterate fair-goer, the
York County Fair was a pleasant
surprise. In the dear, dead days,
I had become accustomed to the
carnival type of fair, centered in
the gaudy midway. 1 can still see
and hear "Rusty" Evans challenging any healthy man to step
into the ring and put on the
gloves with him. I can still hear
the barker offering "wa-a-a-nn
hun-nn-dert dollars" to any man
who could stay in the ring "three
minudes, just thr-r-ree minucles,"
with this successor to Jack Demp-
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sey. Then there were the girls,
blondes, brunettes, red-heads,
and what have you. All down
the midway, there were games of
chance. People, mostly men,
threw metal rings at posts in the
hope of winning "kewpie dolls"
they dared take home to their
wives. (How times have changed! My wife would crown me
with a "kewpie doll.") Youngsters were won over easily to the
idea of throwing pennies on
squares in order to win all sorts
of gaudy prizes. I had to go to
these fairs, of course-as I explained to my minister fatherbecause I was playing in the
baseball tournaments that were
a part of every Nebraska fair in
those days. My father never
wanted "to let the team down."
The York County Fair of 1953
had a different kind of midway.
We could take our youngsters to
this midway if we wished. They
wished. As I recall the scene,
there were rides for the children,
merry-go-rounds, m i n i a t u r e
trains, ponies, mechanical whips,
and a ferris-wheel. The children
also received a terrific bang out
of the monkeys trained to dress
themselves, to eat, drink, indulge
in small talk at their meals, and
to ride cycles. Come to think of
it, there wasn't anything on the
midway for adults except hotdog stands. No decent father,
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you understand, would let his
two-year old crown prince ride
a merry-go-round all by himself.
No upstanding mother would restrain her natural and innate
protective instincts by sending
that same two-year old into a
monkey tent all by himself. And
if nothing else, my wife and I
are decent a n d upstanding
people.
The really distinct thrill for
me came in the 4-H buildings
where I watched the youngsters
of 4-H clubs from all over the
county parade their prize animals. Some of these youngsters
came from my first and only
parish. Here were kids I had
baptized, taught, scolded, praised, held on my lap, and coached
in the art of baseball. Here I
met their fathers and mothers
who in turn made over my twoyear old. I won't get over it. I
was quite proud of these 4-H
people. It was a small fair, but
like Daniel Webster who loved
little Dartmouth college, there
are some of us who loved the
fair. Regardless of what some of
my readers think of my political
views, I'm really nothing but a
sentimental "cuss!" I hope the
editors can sell that piece of information.

Speaking of Politics
Our vacation in Nebraska co-
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incided with the wheat parity
referendum. As a result, not all
of the conversation at the fair
was consumed in small talk.
Should the parity on wheat be
continued? This was the question. According to statutory provisions, the wheat farmers of the
nation were given the opportunity to make the decision which
would guide the program-making of Secretary of Agriculture
Benson who actually opposed
this rigid price support. For the
wheat farmer, it meant at least
a dollar per bushel more for his
wheat. Without the quota restrictions on wheat production,
the farmer would stand to get
1.20 per bushel. If he accepted
the restrictions, he would receive
2.20 per bushel. By an overwhelming 87.2 per cent of the
farmers eligible to vote (the
largest majority in the history of
such a referendum), the farmers
of the nation declared in favor
of rigid price support.
I feel that the farmers made a
wise decision. I am not passionately against the welfare state
though I can see some real problems in this new type of government for the people. But the vote
was a bit amusing for, you see,
many of the farmers I spoke to
at the fair were, as one of them
said, "dead-set against the socialism in Washington." I know

that the man quoted voted for
price support. There were many
others like him. Against the socialism of the New and Fair
Deals, he nevertheless voted for
a measure which by his own
terms was as socialistic as anything that had come out of
Washington. You begin to wonder whether people vote according to the dictates of their
pocketbook or according to principle. They can probably expect _.
more such aid from the administration of an Eisenhower who
promised the farmers one hundred per cent parity in a campaign speech in Minnesota.
Since 1879 and the establishment of the American constitutional system, hardly any one
group has gained more from
government control, regulation,
and promotion than the American farmer. The federal measures directed to the success of
the farmer in the United States
have been manifold: grants of
land, cheaper freight rates, better roads, scientific advice, erection of educational and experiment facilities for agricultural
research, soil conserva tion, mul- ~
tiple credit agencies, price parity,
and the encouragement of improved agricultural techniques
and methods. If the administrations in Washington have been
bureaucratic and " big-govern-
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menty," the farmers should know
that the Department of Agriculture has been as bureaucratic
and "big-governmenty" as any.
The Department of Agriculture
in recent years has hired as high
as eighty thousand people and
costs at least a billion dollars a
year. But they should also know
that it's one of our best run departments in Washington. If aid
to labor, to air lines, business, to
old people and to delinquent
and undernourished children attended by big government is socialism, then fanners have been
socialists almost to beyond the
memory of mankind.
No group of people in the
United States, however, has been
more deserving of help. In spite
of all this aid from administrations, the farmer has almost always suffered a cultural and
economic lag. He has suffered
from inadequate income and
low standards. Prices, markets,
and the solving of depression
problems have usually been over
his head. Absentee landlords and
middlemen have run off with
profits that should have been
his. This still seems to be the
case. How else does one account
for the wide margin between the
low prices of £ann commodities
and produce and the high prices
the consumer is forced to pay at
the corner grocery?
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Worse than all this, the farmers'
insistence on rugged independence and stubborn individualism
has more often than not simply
been a symbol of inferiority, the
feeling o[ so man y farmers that
the rest of the culture has passed
them by. This inferiority comlex
is still repressing many agricultural regions throughout the nation, as for example the South.
Today, as one of our Cresset editors put it, the farmer is still
rugged and stubborn but not too
independent.

The Modern Farmer
A change is coming. The
farmer is taking hold. He reads,
listens to market reports, and is
beginning to understand the
markets. The lady in the rural
home is beginning to furnish her
home in a style that would
shame some of her city cousins.
The fanners' kids are no longer
"country hicks." They are going
to college and to the university.
Some of them, of course, have
turned to the professions. But
many of them are going to ag
college and are returning to the
farm. They'll fight dust bowls,
suit-case farming, and the Okie
problem. One of the prominent
hog farmers in Porter County,
Indiana, has a degree in agricultural economics from Purdue
University. I hope that all this
is the harbinger of a new agricul-
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tural day in the United States.
Politicians will have to give up
some of the old stereotypes in
their appeals to farmers and begin to make some sense. Out in
Nebraska, some of the farmers
and small-town people are beginning to run for offices other
than the local schoolboard. Incidentally, I believe that Ezra
Taft Benson will soon return to
the Promised Land. Utah will
be more peaceful than Washington.

Important Book
A new book, Christian Social
Consciousness, by a familiar
author (Dr. A. D. Mattson of
Augustana Theological Seminary
in Rock Island, Illinois), has
come off the press this year. It
is an important book for all
leaders in American Christendom. Simply written in a
straightforward style, it deals
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nonetheless quite ably with a
profound subject. This is apparent from the words by which the
author justifies his work: "Some
progress toward a sense of social
responsibility in the church has
been made in this century but it
is still too often merely in the
realm of theory. A vital sense of
responsibility for the character
of society, on the part of the
church as a whole ,has not dawned. It is also in this area that the
church is facing its great crisis in
the modern world and unless the
church meets the challenge with
an emphasis upon the social ethical realm it will not be true to
its mission. It is a call to the
church to witness to the original
genius of its faith." On the basis
of such views, Dr. Mattson treats
Christianity and Economics, Th~
Church and The Labor Movement, The Church and Rural
Life, and Church and State.

THE MOTION PICTURE
By

ANNE HANSEN

A factu al account of the career of Spyros Skouras rivals any
"rags-to-riches" success story ever
filmed in Hollywood. The farsighted, hard-working head of
20th Century-Fox Studios was
born in Skouhorian, Greece, in
1893, the third son in a family
of ten children. Because his
parents were poor, Spyros left
school at thirteen, to work as a
printer's devil in nearby Patras.
Four years later-with passage
money sent to him by Charlie,
his elder brother-he came to the
United States to join his brother
in St. Louis. His first job was
that of bus boy at the historic
Planter's Hotel, where Charlie
was employed as a bartender. Although their earnings were
small, within a year Charlie and
Spyros had saved enough to enable them to send for George,
their youngest brother.
This proved to be an important step, for it led to the organization of the most famous
brother team in the entertainment business. The Skouras
brothers have always worked together as an efficient and harmonious unit. Business associates
and competitors have long since
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learned to evaluate seemingly
violent clashes for what they
really are-deliberate, highly effective histrionics, cleverly designed to confuse their opponents and to wear down resistance.
The success of the Skoura!>
brothers had its start in long
hours of hard work, frugal living,
systematic saving, burning ambition, and a thirst for knowledge. Charlie, as the eldest, was.
the boss. He held the pursestrings and kept in check Spyros•
sometimes grandiose schemes.
Spyros, with his engaging personality and his gift for persuasion, was the spokesman and
publicity director. George, as befitted the youngest brother, was
the junior partner and general
handyman.
The Skouras brothers bought
their first theater in 1913. By
1925 they had built the Ambassador Theater and had acquired
an interest not only in almost
every other important theater in
St. Louis but in most of the
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small houses as well. Their meteoric rise continued until they
were caught in the stock-market
crash in 1929. Soon, however, the
brothers began a speedy comeback. In 1942 Spyros was elected
president of 20th Century-Fox,
a position he still holds. The su ccess of his brothers is equally
solid, even though a little less
spectacular. All three are noted
for their philanthropy and generous support of national and
religious institutions. During the
war years they organized and directed the Greek War Relief, to
ease the suffering of the Greek
people.
Deeply troubled by the sharp
decline of the motion-picture industry in the postwar years, Spyros began to look about for ways
and means of stopping the downward trend. He became interested in a plan to combine highclass TV programs with 20th
Century-Fox in a double bill to
be shown in closed-circuit TV
theaters. He examined the possibilities of the Eidophor system.
He was eager to explore Fred
Waller's wide-screen process now
known as Cinerama but gave up
his plans when technicians convinced him . that the process was
impractical for use in a major
studio.
Last December, while on a flying trip to Europe, Mr. Skouras'

search w::ts ended when he learneel of the process which has come
to be known as Cinema Scope.
Special guests have seen showings
of sequences made by CinemaScope, but the general public
must wait until The Robe is released in New York City (as it
happens, on the very clay these
lines are being ·w ritten). I had
hoped to be able to see The
Robe in time for this month's
column, but the general rele::tse
has been delayed.
I have, however, seen several
releases shown on the huge,
slightly curved wide screen reg uired for CinemaScope. By far
the best of these is Shane (Paramount, George Stevens), an unusual western, filmed against the
majestic beauty of the Grand
Tetons. There is violence here,
and ugly brutality; but the film
captures, too, something of the
spirit and the strength that went
into the taming of the west. Magnificent technicolor photography,
fine acting by an exceptionally
well chosen cast, and George
Stevens' expert direction make
this an outstanding picture. Alan
Ladd gives the best perform::tnce
of his career. Jean Arthur and
Van Heflin are completely convincing, and Brandon de Wilde's
portrayal of the boy is natural
and appealing. 1
Twenty-nine feature films
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from sixteen nations, including
the U. S. and the U.S.S.R., were
entered in the fourteenth annual
Venice Film Festival, held last
month. The Hollywood entry,
Roman Holiday
(Paramount,
William Wyler), won enthusias·
tic applause from the critics and
notable personages who attended the festival. This is not surpnsmg. Roman Holiday is in
every way a delightful and entertaining picture. Audrey Hepburn, a comparative newcomer,
is charming and believable as
the poor little princess who steals
a day away from her duties.
Gregory Peck is excellent as the
American newspaperman who
acts as escort for the princess
during her shortlived freedom.
Eddie Albert is hilariously funny
in the role of the photographer
who tags along as she tours
Rome. The Eternal City provides an impressive background
fqr the action. Mr. Wyler's sensitive direction again points up
the fact that he is an artist as
well as a master-craftsman. His
choice of Italian players for the
supporting roles adds to the realism and authenticity of the film.
The woes of another princess
are depicted in The Sword and
the Rose (Walt Disney, Ken Anneken), adapted for the screen
from Charles Major's romantic
novel When Knighthood Was in
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Flowe1·. Unlike other Disney productions, this is a "live-action"
picture, filmed in London by an
outstanding English cast. Glynis
Johns and Richard Todd appear
as the star-crossed young lovers
who eventually outwit those who
would keep them apart. James
Robertson Justice portrays a
young, vigorous Henry VIII with
marked success. The entire production is handsomely mounted
in beautiful technicolor, and
there are exciting moments of
knightly derring-do. But much
of the action moves on leaden
feet. Ken Anneken's direction
lacks sparkle and pace.
Pmwlers of the Everglades
presents another chapter in Mr.
Disney's fine Tme-Life Adventure series. Everyone should see
these superb nature films.
Nature is the real star in The
Cruel Sea (J. Arthur Rank: International, Charles Frend), a
stirring and spine-chilling adaptation of Nicholas Monsarret's
best-selling 1951 novel, and in
The Sea Around Us (RKORadio, Irwin Allen), based on
Rachel Carson's imaginative account of the sea and its inhabitants. Although The Sea Around
Us does not fully capture the
sweep and the poetry of the
book, it must be classed as a remarkably fine documentary film.
The Cruel Sea is one of the best
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of the pictures that highlight the
activities of men and nations
caught up in World War II.
In 1947 an airplane crash
brought a swift and tragic end
to a colorful career. The late
Grace Moore was always good
copy. Her autobiography, You're
Only Human Once, was lively,
revealing, and intensely personal.
So This Is Love (Warners, Gordon Douglas), allegedly derived
from the book, lacks most of
these qualities-in part because
Kathryn Grayson's portrayal of
the famous lyric soprano is unimpressive vocally and histrionically, in part because the film
follows a stylized Hollywood pattern.
Marilyn Monroe and Jane
Russel are co-starred in Gentlemen Prefer Blondes (20th Century-Fox, Howard Hawks), a lavish musical extravaganze based
on Anita Loos' satirical jazz-age
study of the manners and morals
of a pair of gold-diggers. Miss
Loos' book at least had wit and
intelligence. The f i 1 m
has
neither, and the screen dialogue
is off-color so much of the time
that one can only wonder how it
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settings do not compensate for
mediocre acting and a distressing lack of moral tone.
Miss
Monroe's lip make-up seems to
have been applied with a trowel.
I kept looking for WET PAINT
signs.
For refreshing contrast, here is
The Band Wagon (M-G-M, Vincente Minelli). Fine artistry, a
good script, excellent direction,
delightful song-and-dance routines, and striking settings combine to make a notable film.
Fred Astaire, Cyd Charisse, Nanette Fabray, Jack Buchanan, and
Oscar Levant are the principals
in a distinguished cast.
John Wayne stars in Island in
the Sky (Warners, William Wellman). An army transport crashes
in the uncharted wastes of northern Canada. The crew members
face a desperate struggle for survival. Eventually they are rescued. All this is told with moving ,.
simplicity. The air sequences are
magnificent.
Dean Martin and Jerry Lewis
carry on in The Caddy (Paramount).
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Balance
My body and spirit in harmony
With the thrust and sparkle of the morning
Feel they could stream on endlessly
And ripple with light-hearted scorning
Through the work of the day as if in a gameAnd because the Dream is woven in it
Of how my higher self will flame
Through every evening leisure minute.
But freedom comes when daylight droops.
Too rich experiences have muted
The morning rapture; my being stoops
To sleep, as the tree too heavy-fruitedYet only from some harmonious tension
Between the joy to strive and thrive
And art's deep impulse for clear ascension
Can come the song that will survive.
-GEOFFREY JoHNSON
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every reason to believe that the circumstances which originally called the
CRESSET into existence are as immediate today as they were in 1937. The
return to God and to those principles
of decency and kindliness and mercy
and justice which some more optimistic commentators had predicted would
attend the most disastrous war in
man's history has
not
materialized.
The will of God in
man's thinking and
behavior is considered, by most men,
no more relevant
today than it was
in 1937. The tide
still runs the wrong
way and there is
still a real and urgent need for men
~
The response to
and magazines who
the redesigning of
dare to breast it.
the CRESSET has
This has been our
been most gratifyreason for being in
the past and it reing. We had exPROBLEMS
mains our purpose
pected that the new
for the future. We
design
would be
CONTRIBUTORS
are of mankind, and
generally well reFINAL NOTES
ceived but we had
we love our own
kind. Whatever we
also expected some
strongly negative recan contribute by
action. So far, the
way of criticism or
negative reaction has been small in
encouragement, we stand ready to conquantity and very moderate in qualtribute. And our ultimate hope is that
ity. It will have been apparent to
the day may come when a magazine
readers of the past two issues that a
such as the CRESSET will be unfew mechanical "bugs" need still to be
necessary-when the distinction beironed out. We hope to have everytween the sacred and the secular, the
thing well under control very shortly.
will of God and the wilfulness of men,
will have disappeared. Until then, we
~
With this issue, we begin our seven- have a work of love to do and our
teenth year of publication. We have chief concern is that we do it well.

Upon the suggestion of one of our
parish pastors out East, the editors
of the CRESSET have authorized
special bulk rates for subscriptions secured in the same congregation and
mailable to the same address. It was
our thought that pastors, church
councils, boards of parish education,
and others who customarily remember
congregational workers with a small
gift at Christmas
time might find the
CRESSET suitable
both for their needs
and their budgets.
We will be glad to
supply these rates
upon request.
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